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Unto the Right Honourable 
TH OM 
EARL F HAD DINGToUx, 
Lord BIN N and BYR ES, Oc. 


Kright of the moſt ancient and moſt noble 
rder of the T y1sT.L x, Sheriff-Princi- 


pal of the County of Haddingtoun, &c. 
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M y Lok Dg 
Ho the modern Engliſh 
Poets have diſplay d 
immortal Capacities, | 
At an Elation of Mind 
ut which Scales the Me- 
ridian of Poeſy, delive- = 
red to Poſterity maſſy 
Thoughts in a ſplendid Dreſs chang d 9. 
its Com wa Vie and made it EET with 
2 n ul V. gain'd a miraculous 
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Conqueſt over Ignorance, and lefr 3 
N Pattern for Imitation; yet I 
hink it ought not to deterr others, who 
have not fo bright a Genius, from inter- 
taping the World with their Producti- 
ons. Should all be mute becauſe A4ddi- 
fon, Pope and Garth have incomparably 
writ? We might as well infer no Man 
ought to fight for his dear Country, be- 
cauſe the World hath been bleſs'd with 
an Eagime and Marlburough. 5 
POE TRY my Lord, in our native 
Country Scotland, hath been long in a 
languiſhing State, as appear'd by the 
Decay of Gallantry, and the inſipid 
Converſation of thoſe who laid claim to 
a liberal Education, - which brought a 
Scandal upon our Country, and laid 
her opzn to Reproach: A nefarious 
Race of wretched unthinking Men, 
ſunk below the Reliſh of good Senſe, 
by the boldeſt Profanation ſtole Poiſon 
unto the precious Morſel, and made her 
bow below her Prerogative; not know- 
ing her Value, they depretiate the Pearl 
with a fatal Deriſion. But now, thanks 
5 * to 


to Heaven and your Lordſhip, ſhe riſe 
from her Rubbiſh; ſhe is manumitred 


| trom her Slavery; ſhe laughs at. hee 
dull Defamers, and aſpires at her prim. 


tive Purity: She imprints a Luſtre up- 
on the e of the Nobles and 
Gentry; nay, ſhe hath ſtole down to 
Men of lower Rank, and tramp 5 up- 
on the Neck of prophane Peda ntry. ,, 
Youk Lordſhip was the firſt of the 
Scots who made a Figure in the higher 
Region, the lofty Sphere of tlie State, 
who recover'd Poetry from its lapſed 
Eſtate, aſſerted its ſuperlative. Worth, 
and render'd it bright and attractive: 


Illuminate by your Lordſhips brigl 
Beams, it reflects both Pleaſure and 80 
ſtruction, and commands our Love an 
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Admiration. This naturally leads me.tq 


ſpeak of your Lordſhips Excellencies, 
which I won't attempt. Had I the Ge- 


nius of a Moſes, who.cbuld in a fjngle 


Chapter give the Hillory of the Creati- 
On, or the Art to contract Homer's Ilt- 
ades in the narrow Bounds of a Nut 
Shell, I ſhould venture to crowd your 


Merit in a few Pages. I ad 
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I humbly offer the following Poems 
"i to your Lordſhip, If any one of them 
- fave your Applauſe, I ſhall be eaſy un- 
1 der the Cenſure of Criticks. 


| Pride, Malice, Folly, againſt Dryden roſe, 

ö Tn various Shapes of Perſons, Critics, Beaux; 
l * But Senſe ſurviv'd, when merry Jeſts were paſt: 
{| For riſing Merit will body up at laſt, 
| Nay, ſhould great Homer lift his awful Head, 

| Zoiluſ aguin would tart up from the Dead; 

| Envy will merit as its Shade purſue, | 

But like the Shadow proves the Subſtance too: 
For envy'd Wit, like Sol, ecclips'd makes known 


| A* oppoſing Body's Groſſneſs with its own, 
| POYP ts Crit, 


| That your Lordſhip may long live to bo 
| the Protector of the Muſes, the Honour 
and Ornament of our Country, is the 


daily Petition of, 
J) Lord, 
Tour Loraſbips devoted Servant, 


A AtrzxAnDer PENN ren. 
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and Blobberlips Queen of the Gyplias, 
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17 FH EK radiant gun, had taten Wis pompous Marel, 
a Thro' twice two Houſes, of tht atheriat Arch ; 
ly Drivin to the Tropick his triumphant Car, 


Viewed S$ythia's hot and bloody Scenes of War, 
Now wheeling's Chariot in the ſpangled Path, 
He puffs at Leo, with his hotteſt Breath: 
Scouring with Speed, thro' this fifth Northern Sign; 
He haſtes againſt his Day to make the LINE, | 
In his (vife Courſe, both Light and. Heat divides, - 
Thus from's high Solftice to th' guter rides, 
Whgre, th' Aſcii loſe their Shadows in his Rays, 
Melt with the Heat of his Meridian Blaze; wo 
here's glowing Pencil, limns the Avbiop Black, % 
And Drought and Heat in their full Vigour act: 
This Torrid Zone, is all a burning Coal, +  -._— 
ho ſtill they freeze, whoſe Zenith is the PO LB. |, 
| A I _— 
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1 Streams from belton! 0 

His Beams wou'd quickly burn the parched nad ; 
Did not the Ev'ning Dews refreſh the Plains, 
And Noon-day Vapours turn to Mid-night Rains LY 'M 
, Earth's kindly Surface ope's her cooling Poers ; : 1 


Clear pearly Drops, fit on the Tops o'“ Flowers; 
And riſing Morn regal with heglthful Show rs. 


S0 r,'s burning Wheels a hot Mid-Summer made; 
Swains leave the ſunny Braes, for milder Shade ; 
Soft Nymphs, to flow'ry Arbours, do repair 
To be refreſh'd, with fanning Zephyes there: 

In cryſtal Streams, they ſport the hotter Hours, 
Whoſe gaudy Borders ſmell of Gilly-Flowers; 

Twas July in her Pride, when th' Earth looks gay, | 
More ſanguine grow'n than in her youthful May, 4 
To golden fin'ry chang'd her ſilver Gray, 

Her Awwe Robes and ruddy Cheeks appear 

The ſweeteſt laughing Month in all the Year : 
Naru nz exerts her utmoſt at this Time; 

Her Youth's run off, and ſhe is ip her Prime, Y 
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Hyy®x1ONs Daughter with her roſy Feet, 
\Fight Hours and more, had made her dark Retreat 
To TITAN watry Couch, where $ea-Gods are, 
Uſher'd by Lucifer, the Morning - Stur, 1 
Long had her Brother TITAN burry'd Night, | 
The Weltin cloathed with Meridian Light; 
When buſſy Mortals to the Fields reſort ; 
Some to their Labours, others to their Sport, 


P61 Ms 0variour Sub ell. . 
tn Woods are heard the mournful Lovers Coles q | 
At falr CORRINNA's Feet her DAMON lis 
Off ring freſh Vows, ſent up with ardent Sighs. 
$TREPHON with Noſegays complimenss his P1111 ! 
X Divon in Madrigals his AMARYLELI1S» 
FAvoOnis in a Grove t' expreſs his Flame, 

1 Engraves upon a Beech his fair Nymphe Name, 
Four magick Letters carves upo' the Tree, ; 
Cros the Name he gives the charming 8 u : 
He thinks each Letter myſtery contains, 

Such is the Phrenſie of the Loye-fick Swains 
To make the Draught complete he adds an Heart 3 
And little CU np peircing 't with his Dart, 


- 2 


Beneath the Hawthorn Hedge, glader than King#, 
The merry Stroller with his, Doxie ſings : 
With artleſs Notes, like chantielere they crow, 


The Song concludes, A begging we will go. 


In new ſhay'd Meadows, all the heat of Day; 
Young John and Jenny, wreſtle 'mong the Hay 
With mutual Paſtime, ſpend their lazy Hours; 
he falls beneath him on a Bed o“ Flow'rs, 
n warm Embrace finks mongſt nat'ral Sweets; 
A Bed beyond the Down, with Holland Sheets 
Frey tug, and toy, and gusgle 0 ! they're glad f 
he claſps the trim, the yellow-headod Lad. 

le tickling, tempis her to the unhleſt Feaſk4 
Jenny dare not comply, he- minds the Print, 

It length, by rude Intrudets they are foen 1 

Jerny ſours off, and wants her Gown o' Green, 
A2 Then 


oy "I 
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4 Streams from He 
Then he purſues the Laſs he late embrac'd, 
Stretching his Arms, to graſp her round the Waſt 
She gives the Slip; he tumbles down for haſt, 

A wither'd toothleſs Hg ſtands looking on, 

Who lov'd the Sport herſelf, crys, Till her, John: 
He jumps to's Feet, and takes a nimbler Race; 
Jenny loves to be catched in the Chaſe, 

Holding her faſt, he throws her on the Graſs, 

Lies down himſelf, and courts his buxom Laſs : 
Glutting his Eyes with gazing on her Charms, 
They chat, and fall aſleep in others Arms. 
LVs lies near the Brook, mongſt Rows of Em- 8 


licon: Or, 


The rhiming BAR D their ruſtick Dalliance views, 
Thinks it a proper Subject for his Muſe. 
mY TN 6. 
At the Root of the green Willow, 
Graſſy Banks their Couch and Pillow, 
John and Jenny lay : 
In ber Boſom, 
He'll repoſe him, 
: | Tir'd with Sport and Play, 
Her plump Arms are round her Fewel ; 
Can ſo fair a Nymph be cruel, 
To a Lad ſo gay? 
Hey Breaſts are white like Lilly Leaves, 
Her Lips like Roſes red; 


Her Breath a ſweeter Perfume gives, 
Thin ter DIANAS did, &c. 


ron o'r the Men of Morals will he ſway: 


WM There's one wrap'd up in Thought, walkes all alone, 


We 


Porms on various, Subjefts. 5 4 
CUP1D, was on the Ramble all this Day, 
X (When Gods deſcend none blyther are than they :) 
XZ This Paphian God takes many a phrentick Fit, Q 
so thick his Arrows fly, ſo ſure they hit; 
They wound the Fops, and Fools, and Men 0' wir. Yo 
He'll arbitrary Government diſplay ; 5 


For Beaux and Belles, do eaſily obey, 


Studying how many Ways to ſlice a Cone 

Peeping thro' Glaſſes, to himſelf he Swears, 

That SATUR N?s Motion, a reſemblance bears 

Unto the Curve, that he had lately drawn, 

And on the truth thereof, his Life he'd pawn : 

Call'd Prolemy a Fool, and Hebo mad, 

And with him, all the reſt were ev'n as bad. 

Runs thro” a tedious Scheme, and he can prove, 

That all the Planets in Eſipſes move: 

For Nature muſt have fram'd and made it fo, 

Elſe Gods themſelves, did not Equations know, 

CUP1D enrag'd, when ſawcy Mr. Ezelid, 

As if the Gods had never opc'd a Book lid, 

Arraign'd cceleſtial Pow'rs with Want of Knowledge, 

(Should Gods deſcend, and paſs their Courſe at 
College ; 

Have all the Whimſeys taught them of this droll Age) 

Lets fly his Arrows at the Math'matici.m ; | 

Makes Wounds cannot be cur'd by learn'd Phyficiag : 

He ſoon forgets the Heavens, where his Trade is, 

And quickly falls ta courting of the Ladies : 


A 3 4 Throws *' 
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G Streams % Hellton : 07, L 
| Throws by his Gfobs and Aſtrolabr, he's ſtupid; Þ, 1 
Such is the fatal Government of CU pp; 11 
And gates on each Face whoſe under Part is hooped, 1 
_ But tuſh, ſays th* Urchine, where's the gain to wound 
An Addle-pate, whoſe, Brains before turn'd round, 

No Mun by this can know right what my Po Th 

Pl try the Dictors utriuſque juris. 


Grave AUT Us and PR10OT 1 he inſpires, i 
Tho chil'd with Age, they're ſcroch'd with vi'lent Fires: 
Magnetick Love, doth the old Judges draw 2 
i From muſty Books, and nod ing o'er the Law. 
They're Lovers grown, obey the Paphian God ; by 
Read new Romanres, and forget the Code : g : 
Collect Loves Dirties, to compoſe an Ode. 
Seek out for Numbers, beautiful and ſtrong; 
SUSANN A, is the Burthen of the Song. 
Jn vain for Juſtice, Client Mevius cries, 
Whoſe Proceſs ſtill, at Aviſandum lies: 
PR 1-0 1 1 ſays, I find your Libel's lame, 
It wants. ſtay, let me ſee—SUSANNA'S Name ; 
Pl dite Acroſticks on't, and Anagrams ; 
Engrave them deeply on the talleſt Palms. 
SUS ANNA, all the Female.Sex excels 
Her Breath, like the Heſperian Garden ſmells, 
Confounded Myvizs, ſtar'd him in the Face: 
Says, 0 my Tord you quite miſt axe my Caſe , 
For my Defendant's Name's Eliſabeth : 
I want ber Gold, my Tord, and kt her Breath. 
3 PR10O TL 1 was atham'd, and quickly ſaid, 
= Have patience, Sir, T.-morrow Dll decide 


5 
- 


* * 


por us on various Subjefts, 

' = FEreuſe my wand'rings, Pl confider't better ; 

Q of I think at preſent on « higher Matter, 

NM. „iu, gave ſhort Salutes, and took the Door, 
2X Damning Suſam« for a common Whore. 

1 | Love makes the Judge a Fool, ſays he, He's mad : 

FX His Head is turn'd to Balls, and Serenad, 

"XZ More pitiable Caſe, Man aver ſaw ; 

X riot plagu'd with Love, Alu with Law, 


'Tis true, the Women, greateſt Heroes ſway ; 
They Solomon the Wiſe did lead aſtray : 
In a Love-paſlion, ev'n the Sagyrite 
Gave way to Nature, baniſh'd Reaſon quite, 
Seneca's Morals, weak Barriers did prove; 
For he was baniſh'd for adult'rous Love, 
The Cnick his Morſeneſs did neglect, 
Laugh'd at the ſullen Maxims of his Sect, 


So here, Don Quixot, that renowned Knight, 
When he, and Sancho, with Wind-Mills did fight, 
Was not by half ſo groſs a Bedlamate, 

As was our Judge; Her Eyes, ber ev'ry Part, 

Says he, was made to furniſh Cupid' Dart ; 
Vanquiſh'd by her, it is my Glory ſure ; 

O! She's too good to wound, and not to cure 

Love is the nobleſt Paſſion of the Souls n 12 
Stronger than Laws, doth ſtricteſt Rules controud ! ws ©. ) 
It baffles all the chwliſh Stoick's Art, | 
And finds a Way unto the wiſeſt Heart ! 

Nor Bombs, 'nor Cannons, kill like Womens Eyes: , 
It's Beauty gains the greateſt Viftories ! 


* 


0 * 
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Streams ſom Heliton: 0y, 
Beauty can make the nobleſt. Victor yield ; 

It conquers theſe who conquer in the Field : 

Come Brother A. UL Us, ſince we are in Love, 
We'll bate the fimple Innocence o' th* Dove; 

Like the old Serpent, ſubtile be and wiſe, 

Seduce the Beauty, in ber Paradiſe. 


Incog, the aged Lover's nimbly go; 
Impetuous Love with Strength ſupplies the Slow: 
Scroch'd with the Sun, and Loves ſuperiour Heat, 
They breathleſs run; yet curſe their tardy Feet. 


| Scramble o'er Ditches, and the Garden-Wall, 


With Lovers haſt, down in a Pool they fall: 
Poor dabbled A Uf Us, ſwat'ring thro* the Pond, 
Says, I was burn'd before, but now Pm drown'd. 
PR1OL 1- wiſh'd he'd never ſeen a Woman, 
Takes this Diſaſter for a fatal Omen ; 

A ſure Preſage that moe Malheurs are coming: 
Am'rous LELAND ER, was not more afraid 
Swimming the Helleſpont, to his fair Maid, 


- Conceal'd from Light, the aged Lovers lay, 5 
Skreen'd by the Shade of Oaks, more old than they: 
Here's Eden, AUL Us ſays, the Serpent we; 

My dear SUSANN A, the forbidden Tree. 

The ſaireft Plants which in the Garden grows, 

Theſe nat h Wilds, and artificial Shows 

I loath ; they feem to me the Works of chance: 

But ſhe can kindle Darkneſs with a Glance, 

Her Face too bright; for Senſe, like Heav'n doth intrance, 


Tho 


—_ — zu. MS wo , 4 


v 4 
TE "1 ines Wd ws oO wo wt in Co 


.. 


PorMs on various Subjects. 9 


The happy Hour approach'd, Suſanne came, 
X Two gentle Nymphs attend the lovely Dame; 
Not in her killing Dreſs, altho 'twas Noon, 

; W Looſely attir'd, ſhe's wrapt in Morning-Gown : 

A thouſand CUP1pD s dance around the Balle, 
Her ev'ry Look, and ev'ry Smiles a Spell. 


Faint with inclement Air, and ſcorching Beams, 
SUSANN A haſts to bath in cooling Streams; 
With all the Air that Nature can beſtow, 

The charming Fair doth to her Orchard go: 

Her Preſence adds new Luſter to the Place, Q 
Decaying Plants riſe up with freſher Grace; 

And new fall'n Leaves reſume a Summers Face. g 
| Jes'mine, and prideful Tulips degk her Path; ; 
Diffuſe their Smells ſweet, as her perfum d Breath. 
Fond by the Fair SU s ANN A to be trod, 

Lillies and Damask-Roſes pave the Road; 

With ſpicy Robes the ſhady Groves do ſmell; 
From Thickets where the ſweet-tongu'd Bird do dwell, 
Echo repeats the Notes of Philomel. | 
Mavis and Lok, with Muſick round her throng, 
Whil'ſt Valley's lowly Voice return the Song; 
And wanton Zephyes, on her Lips do play, 

Steal with their Wings th* ambrofiat Breath away: 
Rich Treaſure which can cool the Summers Hear, 
Make ſultry Air and ſcroching Noon ſmell ſweet. 
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PHEN 1 x, Arabia's Bird, with Griefs oppreſʒ d, 
To ſee another Phenix in the Eaſt of 


Streams from belicon : Or, 


of orient Colour, beautiful and young, 
' Admiring from whoſe Aſhes the is ſprung : 
Proud Bird, ſhe'd gladly leave the ſpicy Eaſt, 
And all her Citron Groves for her warm Breaſt, 
Fitteſt of all, to be a Phenix Neſt. 


" 10 p11 TI R ſaw her, take the bleſsful Bow'r, 
And did deſigu another golden How r, 

More tempting than ALC MEN A to a Rape, 
Hed quit his Heav'n to lie in SU$AN?®s Lap. 
Knowing 'twas vain t' aſſume the Shape of Man; 
Sometimes he thought once more t' inform a Swan: 
Sport in SUSANNA?s Arms, gaze on her Eyes; 

Mix with her lovely Limbs, and Iv'ry Thighs, $ | 
Swim in her Boſom, *bove the golden Sands; 

Steal filent Kifles from her Lips and Hands; 

Work Wonders: Till at laſt he warm the "RIM 

Move her to liſten to the pleaſant Theme : 

And when he's charm'd her with his Tales of Love: 3 

How dazling Beauty drew him from above: 

He'll drop his Feathers and commence a Jo y x. 


As much as Lilkes, Hemlocks do ſurpaſs 
Flowr's in their vernal Airs, the wither'd Graſs; 
Or fiery Courſer, the dull ſcouling Af. 

Lo bending Pines loaden with ſacred Juce, 

The humble Ofer, or the Bramble Buſh ; 

As much as Hero, the fam'd Seſtiz» Nun 

Outſhin'd the Ztbiop, taunny'd with the Son, 
Above her Sex, doth fair SUS ANN a fhine; 
Adorn'd with Virtue and with Charms divine. 
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Her 
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Poxus on various Subjefts. It 
Her Hair of yellow Caſt, curles at her Ear; 
Her Fore-head ſmooth,and white, Eyes black and clear; 
Bright burning Lampß which rays like Phebus Dart, 
Rays which cou'd fire the coldeſt Her mite's Heart: 
Stars from their Lucent O, be, in froſty Night 
Glance not like theſe ; faint is their trembling Light. 
Ears ſhort and round, but high and hook*d her __ 


Which {till with ſweet and pow'rful Odours blows ; 

Her Cheeks are Crimſon, like the bluſhing Roſe. 

Lips thin and red, and dimpled is her Chin; 
Whiter than Flakes of Snow, her Tecth and Skin. 
Her fragrant Breath ſmells like the flow'ry Spring; 
To kiſs her Month were banquet for a King. 
Her Voice is ſweeter Mufick than the Flute 3 . 
To hear her ſing, yowd. wiſh the Syrens mute. | 
Her well turn'd Neck rich Beauties doth contain; 
The Blood runs ſmiling through the azure Vein: 
That crimſon Blood is proudet of her Veins, 
Than is Euphrates of its flow'ry Plains. 

Her Charms the rigid Saite could move; 

A look of her yrowd ſpoil platonick Love. 


Berry, ſhe fays, run back, and bring theft Sweets, 
The Balls and Oil, perfum'd my nuptial Sheets: 
They near the Patch-box, on the Toilet ly; 
Go with her little F-axGe, prichee fly, 


Upon a moſly Bank the Beauty lay, 
Her Vail thrown off, did half an Heavn difplay ; “ 


The Beauty of her Face eclipꝰd the Splendour of the 
, - Day. 


12 Stteams from Helicon : Or, 


Her golden Treſſes eddy Winds do blow, 

In careleG Ringlets round her Shoulders flow, 
Arch Cup ip ſteals them for to fledge his Bow. 
From off her Ivry Arms he pulls the Glove, 
Her Arms the killing Implements of Love; 
Whiter than Paros Rocks they'd charma JOE. 


The Wimple next, which round her Neck ſhe wears 


Throws by, and her warm rifing Breaſt appears: 


There Cup rp reigns in his Imperial Chair, 


: Mongſt Arrows, Darts, and Flames of Paphian Fire, 
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She gazes on the Brook, which does reflect, 
The ſtately Structure of her lofty Neck. 


Her long white Arm deſcends, pulls of the Shoes, 
Which hid the well turn'd Foot, and handſom Toes ; 


From th* Empyreum JO VE ſtoops down to ſee 
The lovely Object, Beauty cap-a-pe. 

The Fair proceeds, and now the Garter*s drawn, 
The Petticoat turn'd up above the Brawn, 

A lovely Landskip opens to the Eye; 

There little CU PIDs Paradiſe doth ly, 

But ſtop licentious. Muſe, no further go ; 

Beauty hath Secrcts which we muſt not know, 
The Painter draws DIANN A to the Waſt; 


'Daſhes the Canvaſs, and conceals the Reſt. 


She views her Image in the liquid Wave, 

Fair as in Paradiſe, the new form'd E v E, 
Whom G O D tranſplanted from Adamah's Side; 
The crooked Rib, turn'd to a beauteous Bride, 


She takes the Flute, her Song is divine Love, 
The dorick Muſick conſecrates the Grove; 


Tranſpor- 5 
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| Tranſporting Lyicks fill the divine Ode, 


Such Notes hath Gabriel, warbling Hymns to GOD; 
A Song of Zion, for Elyfum fit, 


A Saug like theſe, the inſpired Prophet wrot : 
Who touch'd the Strings when Saul was ſore oppreſs'd, 


Baniſh'd the ſullen Demon from his Breaſt, 

The mallad Swan and Lanza, round her throng, 
Liſt'ning unto the inſtrumental Song, * 
Melod ious, like the Muſick of her Tongue : | 99 
She ſings to heav'nly Quires ; the Anthem flew, 


3 Such Muſick Nicolini never knew: 


The Chorus was, 


Heay*n always guards the Fair, 
Beauty's always Heavens Care, 


— 


Boiling with Luſt, the Senators prepare 
To rifle all the Sweetneſs of the Fair; N 
They from their Ambuſh ruſh, with ewe Rage, 
A full Enjoyment muſt their Flames aſſwage: 
Sometime they ſpeechleſs ſtood, then Silence broke; 


With rev'rend Cringes, thus PRI 0 T1 ſpoke, 


« Immortal Beauty! Heav'ns Maſter- piece 

« All Majeſty! Thy Shape! Thy Angels Face! Re? 

c Which all Men do adore, and they admire, FIC 1 

« Hath kindled in our Breaſts Idalian Fire. * % „ 

© We burn, we burn, with Love, with Love #0 you, 217 

O! Seraph's Figure, at they Feet we bow! | 1 

4 We feel your Pow'r Divine; 'tis therefore Duty, 

— 5 and bow before the Shrine of Beaury. , 
: « Your . 1 1 
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Severe is your Demand, I'll ne'er comply, 
Boten your Cruelty or elfe I dy. 


& To warm our Orb, and ſhine upon Mankind. 


And Beauty blubbers from her modeſt Eyes ; 


t4 Strearis from Helicon © Or, 

« Your Boſom is all Bliſs, a Heav'n of Reſt, 

cc Vet raiſes Storms and Tempeſts in our Breaſt, 
“ On bended Knees we'll die upon the Ground, 
« Unleſs that you who gave, do cure the Wound : 
« All Natures Excellence centers in you, 

& Thy Match She ne'er in all her Pramma drew: 

* Like $O I *s ſuperior Light, you was defign'd 


“ When we gaze on the Sun in's beauteous Pride, 
& Like you, he doth not bluſh and hide his Heed; 
“ No, he returns love Looks, obliging Kind, 

c Free, unlike yours, like yours they ſtrike us blind; 
« No Eye beholds us in the lonely Grove, 

« The Fayour grant, and yield to conquering Loye, 


« Impatient of Delay, , 8 
« eon thy panting blooming Boſom ly, © | 


« And bath my Lips in Kiſſes till I dy. 


Like N1OB B, all Tears Sus AN N a ſtood, * 
Confuſion ſeiz'd her Soul, and chill'd her Blood: 7 
Pale dying Looks, her. Agonies declare, 

Horrour, and all the Sympromes of Deſpair, 

She wounds her throbing Breaſt, tears her diſhcyel'd 
ba Hair 

Ah, have I Pow'r to ſpeak SUs AN N A crics! 


I'm mad, has that no Force; O pitty me! 
Rip up my Breaſt, and end my Miſery : 


Faſt 
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1 aſt from her Cheeks, the bluſhing Roſes flew, 
- Ws nd pale Revenge ſat brooding on her Brow : 
bear Husband come, ſhe ſays, thou'rt only mine, 
c Shall I ſurrender up what's only thine ? 
Juſt Heav'n, the conſtant Friend of Innocence, 
A © Exert reſiſtleſs Pow'r in my Defence: 
„ Againſt their guilty Heads thy Thunder play, 
\ 1 6 Theſe Criminals let thy Artil'ry flay: 
4 3 © Your Arrows ſhoot, nor draw your Bow in vain 
Loet me behold theſe crim'nal Judges flain. 
1 © Shall thy loud roaring Cannons of the Sky, 
4 c Thy Implements of War, ly idly by? 
4 * Sulph'rous Lightning flaſh around their Head; 
F< Ye Thunders roll, and ſtrick the Raſcals Dead: 
I roave, all Senſe is gone, Pll fly- away, 
F< Or, turn and tear the Villains if I ſtay. 
a < Stronger than I, a Jeſt, it can't be true; | 
What cannot Innocence; when join'd with Madneſs do : 
“ The Doors are ſhut, I'll face th' audacious Foe, 
« Lift my weak Arm, and Heav'n will lend the Blow; 
«To whom I've ſent warm Prayers with ardent Cries, 
« By th' Ev'ning and the Morning Sacrifice : 
Their Vot'rie's Limbs have cripl'd been with Prayer, 
My Heart and Hcav*ns pure Law, my conſtant Care. 
My Virgin Vows have reach'd G O D's bending Eat, 
« Daily Auditor of my Wedlock Prayer. i 
© Shall I my dear Deliverer diſtruſt, 9 | 
© Who in the darlceſt Dangers ſave the Juſt ? | 
& Upon his naked Promiſe PI rely; N K. 
He's God of Truth, ſure Truth it ſelf can't lie. 
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Sertams from Helicon : Or, 
AUT u s replies, „O Fountain of our Joy, | 
& Springing with freſh Delights, O don't prove Coy; 3 
Shake off theſe Qualms of Conſcience, childiſh Fears, 
& The Jaundice of the Mind young Childrens Bugbears; | 4 YJ 
We frighten Fools with puny Conſcience, oF 
A Story ne're believ'd by Men of Senſe; 
© 'Tho? they concur to carry on the Cheat, 
* Bogle the Vulgar from the Gentries Meat. 1 
Freedom being each. Man's Birth-Right is the Cauſe, 1 
We bridle Nature by our penal Laws : 
The Dreg we allow, a fingle Diſh for Food; 
0 Varietics reſer vd to Men of Blood. ; 

“ For Proof I ſhall a Royal Inſtance bring, 
4 DAI D a learn'd and religious K 1 NG; 

« From his exalted Roof, beheld the Fair, « 

& (Sutely his Tur'lar Angel led him there,) 

© BATHSHEBA bathing in the Brook below; 

& (A naked Beauty is a glorious Show,) 

« Viewing her Limbs, and all beneath the Waſt, 

& He run, and almoſt broke his Neck for haſt : 

“ Commands the Watch to bring her Pris'ner in, 

© The Royal Prince, commits the Royal Sin. 

© The naked Bride climbs to Imperial State, 

& And from that Hour became a Prince's Mate. 

& Tis true a peeviſh Prieſt rebuk'd him for't; 

c *Twas well he came not ſoon, he'd ſpoil'd the Sport. 
« DaviD made Faces, Whines ; but when he's gone, 
“ Kiſſes the Mother of his SOLOMON. 

& Why is a lying Pow'r to Prieſthood given, 

© They ſcar with Hell, till ro Deſpair we're driven; 


Then lull aſleep with pleaſant Dreams of Heav'n. 
6 Madam 
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Coy; e Madam, don't you ſee thro' the thin Device : 
*ears, WW The late invented Names of Virtue, Vice. 


bears 1 i The well-bred Man a Life of Pleaſure lives, 
WF Freely enjoys what laviſh Nature gives; 
Ranges without controul, and laughs at Fools 
4 4 Ty'd up to dull eccleſiaſtick Rules, 8 
IX Phlegmarick Gibbrim of the canting Schools: 
IX Rcligion's juſt a Bugbear like the Law, 
A Stare Engine, to keep the World in Aw. 


& Tho petty Lords, with Gravity of Pride, 

And furly Looks their Vaſſals do diride; 

The Royal Sov'reign ſmiles on ev 'ry 5 
Receives their Homage with a God like Grace: 
Subord' nate Judges, Prince's common Tools, 
Puniſh each Thing againſt eſtabliſk'd Rules; 
But clement Princes whom no Fear doth Aw, 
Boldly contemn the Terrors of the Law. 

| Madam, deſpiſe dull Tales of Innocence, 

© That flows from Rudeneſs and a Want of Senſe « 
© The Greatneſs and the Beauty of the Mind, 
Appears in Things that's gentle, ſweer and kind. 


Then ſoftly to her ſelf S Us ANN a ſaid, 
m almoſt Calm, my ſtormy Paſſions laid: 

D then IN try what Eloquence can do, 

With low Submiſſions at their Feet I'll bow; 
Grave judges I muſt ſpeak my Mind to you : 
The grave Diſpenſers of the Law you are, 
Then hear a Female Pleader at your Bar, 


B Ruda 
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18 Streams fron heliton: Or, 


© Rude Men, will ye debauch Joacim's Wife, 
c Who's Boſom is the Solace of his Life: 
« My Virtue cropt, will not Joacim ſay, 
* l throw her like a witherd Weed away, 2 
“ Your Motive hath no Force; What's Privicy ? JA 
© The ſupreme Legiſlator, G O D, is nigh: *" ; 
No Solitude excludes his peircing Eye. 1 
«< Your Gnilt will ſtretch your Conſcience on the Rac 4 
* You'll be arraign'd, and puniſh'd for the Fact. 
* Dare you, O Judges, break thro” Virtue's Rules? 1 
Shall Gob's Vicegerents turn the Devil's Tools? 1 
* Virtue abolich'd, Anguiſh and Cheeks remains, 
© Sathan uſurps its Room, the Empire gains; 
< He manacles the Soul with adumantine Chains. 
© With boſom Rackets, bandy'd too and fro, 4 | 
a Where ſhall the helpleſs, hopeleſs Sinner go? * 
C To penal Fire, amongſt the damn'd below. 
« Plung'd deep in Guilt, Hell triumphs in his Fall, | 
The Sinner*s Heart is bitter as the Gall: J 
5: Pleaſure is grafted upon Innocence; I 
“ Virtue doth Joy, and Peace, and Love diſpenſe, 
Who would not amiable Virtue love, 3 
© Which makes us look on Earth, like Saints aboye: 
© Repent in time your Wickedneſs of Heart, 
© Virtues the Life, and ornamental Part. 
& Check theſe Emotions doth your Souls invade, 
* And hate the hellih lothſome Plot you've laid: 
& You know the Statute-Books, When was't you favs 


e Rape and Adult'ry f by Law ? ? 
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Po Us on Various SubjeFts; 19 
Scandal to ermine Robes, and Judgement-Seat, , 
Turn Ciry-Rakes, Intrigue with yain Cocquet: 


p10 1 5 who by's Looks a Saint did dem, 
ys, ©, Are you Captive to the Clergies Dream, 
Adult'ry, filly Cant, a holly Whim : - 

The Word was never heard befofe the Flood, 
Broach'd fince by ſneevling Prieſts in angry Mood, 
The niggard Caſſock, grudg'd it to the Clown, , 8 


Some lead it is annex ' d unto. the Crown, 

And orhets give it only to che Gow m. 
The: Crown and. Crozicr; lawleſs Pow'r do wh 
Plebeians · dare not do't for Conſcience . 
Mothers debauch our Minds with gloomy Feats, J' 
The Child drinks in the, driry Tales it hears ; 
Which Pxieſts confirm for Truths in riper Years. _ 

O Prieſtcraft Juggle ! all 'an bocus pot 
Prieſts laugh themſelves alone,when thus they mack u us: 
Our Natures, planted by the Pow'rs above, CS 
= With one governing Law, and that is Love. . 8 
ee has no Limits ſet by 'ndulgent Heay'n,. A 
WF Plain is the Text, corrupt's the Gloſs that's given, | 
ut grant che Legends of the Prieſts were, true, 
Aud all we'ye ſaid Kill disbeliev'd by you; 


1 In granting our Requeſts, you'll virtuous Adios Wo. 

A do, bs: 

b Nhuſiriviis Fair; we die of Love you ſte, 14 
our Cure would be an act of Charity: 4 
„We die of mortal Wounds, your Beauty gave, - F 
| Turn piaus, ſuve two Levers from the: Grave. ; 6 
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cc Will your dul Dotard be the worſe of this? 


* Wu e Day and Night po more their Order keep; 


* Streams from Helicon: 0, 

« On th* Altar of thy Lips, (O namele6 Bliss) 
« 14 offer the Oblation of a Ki; 

* A_Blefs for which the Choirs above do vans, 
cc 0 let me take Poſſeſſion of my Saint: 


* Hell, know no Loſs, and we'll enjoy a Bliſß. 2 


But here SUS AM N 4 doth her Part begin 
& O-could my Fact turn lothſom as your Sin, 
© Boyl hot my Blood, and bliſter all ary Skin. 
« My Charms to Heavm I willingly reſtore, | 
ce Bleſs me with all the Wrinkles of Fourfcore : 
„When Beauties blaſted, they'll infiſt no more. 


& Yes Judges, I'II comply, 
When tyrant Wolfs with peaceful Lemibe do fleep, 
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© And Mountains from their ſolid Baſis leap. 

« Bid the Poles meet, and Phabu ſhine no more; 
« Forbid the Fire to burn, the Sea to roar ; 

& Command the ſtormy Winds no more to bloy, 
1 Diſcharge proud BibePs Streams from hence to flos. 
„* The dying Saint approaching Heav'n-to love, 
© And burning Seraphs from their Seats above; 
Rains to deſcend, upwards the Smoak to fly, 
And when all theſe obey you, ſo will I. 


« Know cruel Fair, that if we don't prevail 
c AULUs the Lawyer never wants his Tale) 
Weill vent our Spleen in Scandals gainſt thy Name; 
Load thee with Crimes, and everlaſting Shame. 
We 
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& well make the World believe you worſt of Whores, 
9) 1 Womens Revenge Mall be a Jeſt to ours. 
'. FÞ well prove the Libel, which our Malice fram'd ; 


nt, 1 Your Sex ſhall bluſh to hear Sus ANNA nam'd. p 
2X We'll ſay, we ſaw you with a luſty Yourh,. 
s? MF (And, if we ſay't, the World will think it Truth.) 


And Impudence convey'd you to the Shade ; 
There violate the Vows of Marriage- Bed. 
Diſmiſꝰd your Maids, that they might ſce no III; 
Suffer'd the brawny Rogue to work his wicked, Will, 


He keep'd the Aſſignation you had made, 2 


O were I Vile (the der SUSANN A cries). 
To ev'ry Sight, fave my IoAc MS Eyes; 
O could my Face turn Lothſom as their Sin, 
Boyl hot my Blood, and bliſter all my Skin. 
My Charms to Heav'n, I willingly reſtore, 2 Y 


Bliſs me with all the Wrinkles of Fourſcore; 
Were Beauty blaſted, they'd infiſt no more, 
er Speech was interrupt, a Noiſe was heard, 
he Garden Doors flew up, and Men appear C0. 
AULvus like ſubtile Fox ſneak'd to the *Daor, © 
Ah Boy, be ſays, your Lady is a Whore; - 

I, and my rey'rend Colleague walking here, 
= We ſav a Youth with feather'd Hat dra near, 
e embrac'd her in his Arms, O viciqus Age 1. 
= You be damn'd old 5 ſays the Pages 
ie hears his Lady cry, he ſees her weep, /\ 

He jumps oer many Buſhes. at à Leap. 
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She can't conceal her Grief, ſhe muſt complain, 


Hell call me $trumpet, and adulrrous. Whore , 


Oft I remember, when I've done amiſs, 


Tho my Dear kill me, to his Arms I'll go, 
4, dying ble the Hand which gave the Blow. 


22 Streams um Helicon : Or, 
The luſty Butler with his Feer and” Fiſt, 

Beat Aulat and Frioli till they Piſt : 9 
Wich bruiſed Bones, they hoble out the Way, A 
Curfing the Stars * this unhappy ** 1 1 


Their Heart do ake vith Love,' their Fleſh with — 
But ah! What humane Eloquence can tell 4 F 
SU8SANN A's Grief, *tis like the Pains of Hell 
Moiſtn'd with Tears her Checks no longer gay, 
With ſecret Fires her Heart conſumes away: 
Approaching Trouble doth augment her Pain, 


\1 


O miſerable” Woman l ſad my Caſe! | 

How dare I look 'JO ac 1M in the Face? 
That Face, dear Feace, which I fo- oft have kiſs'd; 
And thought, my ſelf in his Embraces bleſsd, 
Alas! that Fice will fmile on me no more, 


Will ever edteftain bad Thoughts of me? 


Gan I believe good: naturd Soul, that he 1 
Can ſuch a pious-Soul have room for Jealouſie ? 


S.U's 8 y; he'd ſay, and then he'd give a Ki : 1 
I can't believe't a Fault, my Loves fo ſtrong, > | 


But had another dort I'd thought it . 
J will: not be ſo prodigal of Tears, 

To ſpend my Fund for Sin on needleſs Fears: 
Vl hear with Patience Heav'ns afflicting Rod, 
And truſt a ſmiting, as a ſmiling GO D: 


Home- 


Pokus on various Subjects. 23 
omewards the Lady went 'twixt Hope and Fear,” 
Mat her belov'd JOo ACI M was not there: 

e praying kept her Cloſer till he came, 

Treſtling with G O Þ for a ſpiritual Frame, 


Ere he arriv'd, the Day was almoſt gone, 

1 Ind Night her ſable Garments putting on: 

Prom #rcbus aroſe the drouſie God, 

Who fright'ned Phebus to the Antipod : 

1 ſable Garments, and a Mourning-Coach, 

1 Wines Emp'ror deck*d with Stars makes flow approach, 
| 1 dark pitchy Clouds compoſe his rev'rend Train, : 
& 1 ep Dreams, and Night-Mares, which diſturb the Brain: 
hick Vapours, maſſy Miſts, do load the Skies, 
Womnus arreſts the Limbs and ſeals the Eyes. 

creech Owls and Bats, Birds ſtill aſnam'd of Day, 
nd ſtalking Ghoſts of Lovers lead the Way; 

or quaking Duck, nor noiſy Chanticleer, 

or gaggling Gooſe, nor walceful Dog appear: 

No piercing Sun-Beam, not the ſmalleſt Ray, 
Dare cheriſh Nature in her deep Decay. 

5 Il huſh'd and ſtill, did ev'ry Creature ly, 

s if Dame Nature were reſolv'd to die; 

Nor Fox, nor proling Wa, dare ftir nad 

A muſt be huf'd till Nature take her Nod. 

WF Kings on their lazy Downs take ſoft Repoſe, 

In th' Arms of Morpheus, Slaves forget their Woes : . 
Rivers with filent Pace do murmuring flow, 2 
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They lull aſleep their Pebles as they go; 
And Winds to rock the Leaves do murmuring flow, | 


Yer 


24 Streams fro Helicon: Or, 
-, Yet cannot Sleep invade the Lover's Breaſt, D 
Tumbling upon the Couch, with Grief a 
Sad Aulus and Prioli find no Reſt. 1 
Thro' all the balmy Night they ſleepleſs ly, 
Till freſher Air proclaims the Morning nigh; 
They curſe the Morning for her cruel. Stay, 
Deſpairing by her long unkind Delay : Y 
Night ſeems an Age, their Souls are tyn'd to Grief, 
But Morning came, and brought a freſh Releif. 


Welcom Aurora leaps from Titan's Bed, 
Gilding the eaſtern Skies, makes Mortals glad: 
Her chearful Cheeks dy'd with a bluſhing Red, 
Smiles at young Memnon ſnoring in his Bed. 
Healths in her Hand, Mirth fits upon her Brow ; 
. Her Eyes pour forth thick Drops of pearly Dew: 
The merry Lt attends her golden Coach, 
5 Awakes the World with Mirth at her Approach, 
Who clothes the Welkin with meridian Light, 
| | Baniſhes from oyr Hemiſphere the Night: 
 When all her glorious Ornaments are on, 
il In ſolemn Pomp ſhe uſhers in the Sun, 
To make his daily Progreſs thro? the Skies; . 
Who ſummons all the lazy World to riſe, 


Swain wind their Horns, to welcom ney-born. Day, | * 
And Lambs bear Treble with their kindly Mae: | 
The tojling Farmer hath his Task begun, 
He like his Gtandſire reckons by the Sun. 
But Citizens contemn that yulgar Way, 
With them rhe eight Hour-Bell begins the Day; 
Then drouſy Drunkard coughing on his. Cod, 


Hoaſts up the Phlegm of his laſt Eynings Load, 


3 4 Toaſt knocks at the Door, he is ler in, 
yen Ev'nings Guile beging the Mornings Sin. 


nter a bruſh or two, unſeen departs, 

ad, Broom and Butter, crying on the Streets, 
ommand the Kitchen-Wench to leave her . 
af naked, ſcratching down the Stairs ſcours ſhe, © 
ief, bf eeting the Maid with Milk for Morning-Tea, 
Pack the returns, awakes- the Chamber-Maid, 


WT he bygone Quarters-Compt is to be paid: 


1 for the was dreaming of her ſweet Miſs John. 
F he City Emmets, get into their Hive, 
„F zallance Accompts, and wealthy Bargains drives, 
| 7 The Gown-Man haſtens to the Seat of Law: 
b, 1 ithig” that Spot, the Camp of Gowned-War, 
' Eudge Aulus and Frioli fac'd the Bar. 
vol with Revenge, Terror is in their Eyes, 


5 
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Revenge is now become their darling Food, 

x hey ' Il quench their Fever with a Draught of Blood : 

WAuxiliary Helps they ſeek from Hell: * 

ic honeſt Sons, their Fathers Counſel crave, 
WW ho ruinid the firſt LA D v, Mother E y 8. 

WO fatal Aple! ſtrange Effect of Fruit! 


ully inſtructed are theſe Sons of Sathan, | 
5 Have all his Counſel got Fan 


1 | SUSAN» 


Porm's on various Subject. 


om Cobnel's Arms, Miſs wak'd by reeling Carts, | 


he Girl, ſtarts up, plagues Day for coming on 7” 


ak'd by a Fee, which grees'd his griping Paw, 


hich blaze like fiery Comets in the Skies: 


3 Deſtruction. plot, with Wrath their Veins do ſwell, 


o poiſon all the Branches and the Root! 952 
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bb 0 Cauſe comes in by Courſe of Roll, 
The Clerk ſtands up, and reads the lying Scroll: 
The Evidence js call'd, Aulus appears; 
Aulus, who's old in Wickedneſs and Years) 
Upon the Pannel's Head his Hand doth ſtreach, i 
Bows to the Bench, and makes this ſolemn wary þ 


"4 . 
ab a. — 3 cl XA. a" — 


1% Led, 5 „ th 
. PR1 01 1, and- ay ff of late 
'& Vifit'd Joacim's pleaſant Country-Seat: 
& A Magazine of Beauty catch'd our Eye, 
* We did in ew'ry little Labyrinth pry. 
© Nature, with Maſter-Strokes laid the Deſign, 
& The Embellimment of Art complete the Scene: 
* Fret Works, Parteres, and Colonies of Trees, 
& Freſh beauteous Objects fill arreſt our Eyes, 
* Thro? groteſque Mazes of Delights we pafs, 
X But ah! evn there, the Sneak lurks in the Graſs, 
& Wearied, we reſted on an eaſy Fen, | 
& (Heav*ns deep Deſigns ly hid from humane Ken.) 
& Twas Pleaſure only led us there, we thought; 
&. But we were for a nobler Purpoſe brought: Ml 
« Gov's Providence which guides his wand*ring Floct c 
& Is like the Serpents wand'rings on the Rock, * 
« Which never Eye could trace, his Windings know ; 2 
No Foot can with. that nimble Traveller go: Ws. 
| © Providence ſeems. a, ravel'd Haſp; for we | . 
* A Wheel wiahin a Wheel, can never ſee; | 4A 
& Yet all Things work for the Creator's Glory, WF. 
* Ee leads me v0 relare the fr OG 3 


—_ 4a - 


// 2 6d a a. ws 


'E 


Our Sight was hunting oder the Works of Nature, 
WE. When we beheld this charming guilty rep, 
A Like EVE in Paradiſe, Empreſs of All, 


4 (Which now ſhe juſtly forfeires by her Fall,) 
[ Enter a Tarras-Walk which fronts the Dome; 


f Loth to depart, they long her Patience ven; 
# She frown'd them off, and met the. Sher = 

A tall broad Shoulder'd brawny Youth drew nigh, 

He kneel'd, as if before a DELTY: 


He oggling ſqueez*d her Hands, and-kiſs'd her Mouth · 


No Words they ſpoke, for all was done by Signs; 5 
Lew'd Indications of their ler der Minds: 


Taſted the Pleaſures of a Marriage-Bed 1 
Renew'd the Crimes, as if it were nd Fault, 
Of Stollen Waters took a luſty Draughr. 
Theſe Eyes of mine beheld them do- t then, 
And all, my Lords, I've ſaid, I freely ſwear : 
vorn and diſmiſ'd, PRIOLI doth ſacceed, 
lis leach'rous Hand lays on the L aD Ys arri 


* 


« My Lords, he ſays, Judge Adar wed with: e 
Uncommon Scenes lay open to our View +> " 
Rich Laudskip as er Nature's Pencil a, 
Nature and Art, their Figures cut ſo well, 

With Maſter-Strokes, each labours to excell t 
Amidſt the Pomp and grand Magnificence, 

The yell wrought States moſt d the Se. 
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4 


Two Maids were with her, but ſhe ſent em Home: 


She act'd à vitious Part, the hug'd the Youth ; | 


Billing like Doves, they dropt beneath a 1 : 


Foacim*s pleaſant Gardens for to ſee, + ral . 


FI 


23 Streams from Helicon : Or, 
& Near th' eaſt Side of the Dome, we caſt our Eye 
* Upon three Statues, which we thought drew nigh: | 
& That in the midſt lookt like Joacim's Wife; [ 
& Thoſe are not made of Stones, ſaid I, they*ve life, 
« Two made retreat, the third ſhe forward ran, 
«© To meet a Statue in the Shap of Man. 
cc Aulus, ſaid I, we're on enchanted Ground, 
© Or here's a Lady and her Lover found : 
 & Lock'd in each others Arms we ſaw them bow, 
& And act the Thing, which Statues cannot do, 
& The old faſhion d Thing the GC in Marriage 
__ doth allow. 
* We roſe, they run, and made a quick Retreat, 
'm ſure the Bl lent the Rogue his Feet. 
Thus they depos'd, and then they ſmiling ſand, 
To ſee the Sentence ſign'd by Milos Hand. 


The hollow Depmſter, with an ugly Gloom, 
Pronqunc'd the bloody Word, I givet for Doom, 


STO1n'c rs may boaſt of Fortitude of Mind, 
Draw Schemes and Figures to amuſe Mankind : 
Talk Big of Conqueſt o'er Corruption got, 

And pleaſe themſelves with the delufive Thought : 
Tis but a golden Dream, a Scene of Woes 
EP1CTETU Ss himſelf will diſcompoſe; 

1 SENE&Cas Morals can't afford Relief, 

1 Their acted Brayery, won't remove the Grief: 

en, and high Refolves, are all in Van, 

| = When once immers'd in Miſery and Pain, 


n 


— 


— 


Ca 
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one upon the Rack, Paſſion diſcardꝰ? 
. Twill ſmite him from his artificial Guard? 
ARufle his Temper were he ne'er ſo Meek, K 
3 Morals is no Preſcription for the Sick. ts, Wor 
1 Man's corrupt Heart, no Self ſupport can yield; | 
4 Who truſts in that, will, ſurely loſs the Field. 
can weary Pilgrims Feet ſecurely | ſtand, 

Re Upon the Quagmire, or the finking Sand: 

A higher Principle muſt fire the Soul; 

W We're ne'er ſecure till on our GOD we roll: 
Ropoſe on H 1 M, ev'n when we ſee no Light, 
On Gos caſt Anchor, in the darkeſt Nights | 
Upon an All-ſufficient G © Þ depend, 2 2 
Believers Benefactot, and their Friend. 

Twas Faith in G O D that made Sus ANNA brave, 
She ſtood like unmov'd Rocks, twWixt Wind and ( 
ware; | 

Ev'n when ſhe look'd for Gibbet and a Grave, 


Hypocrifie a gloomy Inilucile ſhades : 
Truth fits upon the Brow, and Gladneſs ſpreads, 
Hypocrifie is hollow, and unſound : | 
Integrity he firm ſubſtantial Ground. 
The Honeſt Face is plain, no painting there; 
Few Plots hath Truth, but all her Plots n 
Trub hath ſuch naked Charins, ſo matchleſi ſweet, 
They can't be copied by the Hypocrite z . © 

Some Flaw diſcovers, till the artful Cheat, 

Virtue, like th? ancient legal Ointment ij 


”_ imitated that, none truly this. 


1 


0 
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% 
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G op preſerib'd both, his Signature they beat; N 5 
All diff rent Compounds, diff %rant Figures wear. 
The Hypocrite, dull languid Motion makes, 4 
His Heart's untouch'd, for all the Pains he takes: 
But hedvinly" Gales tlie virtuous Soul doth move, 
Which ventilates, and blows the Flame of Love: 
Hypocrifie contracts, there is no Room within, 


The Heatt is fetter'd and enthral'd by Siti. 

"12" Prue delates the Heart, ſublimes the Mind, 

An elevating Joy the Virtuous find 
Disburden'd of cheir Load, they leap for Joy ; 
Nought can theit Pleaſure Damp, theit Peace annoy, 
Integrity is bold, doth fear no Wrath; 

With Looks compos'd,, can meet approaching Death 
Smiles up to Heav'n, and. Heav'n ſmiles down again, 
The virtuqus Soul finds joy in midſt of Pain. 
With infant Sweetneſs, unto. Heav'n appeals.: 

A laſting Friend, when every Creature fails, 
Strong Proof of this, ſee in JOA C1 m % Wife; 
Sentenc'd. to dy, ſhe appeals the Spring of Life: 
She rolls her ſelf on G © p, to Him ſhe firs, 
Aloud to Heaven the pious Pannel cries, | 

A ſacred. Silence, ſtruck t the ſuppliant Crowd ; . : 


The perjur'd Judges, in Convulfions ſtood, _ 
While the darts up a Pray'r, as ſweet, as loud, 
With ſo much Ardor, is the Inſence ſent, 
(All ſaw. the Devotee was. Innocent,) | ; 
"Pours out a holy Guſh with Angels Air; ö 
Zeal dictates Words, ſhe needs not common Prayet: 


& 0. * 0 
— 


* 
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; N | \ f ae | 
ak, $ 0 O everlaſting God! . whoſe all-ſceing Eye, | 
"WM Theo! thickeſt Miſts, and Mid-Nighe Shades can ory; 
kes: * The Night and. Light are both alike to thee; 
ve, A Things ly open to a Dz1 7 IB. 
22 MMF Thou knows, (from whom no Gere ab hid 
IS All my Deſigns,” all that 1 ever did: 
J My Words, my Works, my Thoughts, my Tnnoceni 
Without being told by humane Eloquencte. 
Thy Knowledge doth my ſecret Struggles reach, 
My embryo Thought; confus'd, unripe for Speech; 
Thou knows, theſe Judges have depogd a Lye, : ; 
By whoſe black Affidavits I muſt dye: 
© In bloom of Youth, they've cut SUSANNA down, 
Death's Scyth muſt mow the Flower before tis June. 
Sentence is paſt, I can no longer live, 
Unleſs, my G © p, you grant à kind Reprive; 
I've Ground to ſcek, my GOD hath Powꝰr to give. 
* Juſt Heavin, SUS ANN adoth appeal to vou: 
* A Thing. which none ſave virtuous Souls dare do.. 


Sighs mingling with her Tears, foumd out their Way; 
he Audience Nurra her very e did . 


Ruffian in Black and White, with Gibbet Face, 

etters the Fait, of Womenkind the Chief, 

er Looks dart Glory in the midſt of Griff; 

Her Paſſion kindlcs almoſt unto Writhy' +) +1 

rg heir Bayonets and Looks are worſe than Death; ” | 
0 | When 


* 


5 N = 4 Troop of ſowr-look'd Villains, guard the Placy 
3 
f 
; 


. 


. . from Helicon: ; 0s, 

| ſhe beholds the Man ſhe loves ſo well, | 

| Preſs thro? the Guards, to take his laſt Farewell, 
She rails againſt the Judge, doth Murder cry, 1 
Whar { Will you force the Innocent to dy? 
All know SOSANNA is a virtuous Wite, 

520 Go 's Sake and Joacim's, ſave my Life: 

| checks herſelf again for doing fo, 
Doth this become a Child of God to do? 
Can I delight my Honour to ſuryive ? 
J injur'd fall, yet dying 1 Pi forgive. 

| Strengrhen me LO R p, with thy ſpiritual power, 
In the laſt Combat, in my dying Hour: 
Thy ſhining Angels, © my God command, 
To bear me to the Bank of Canaun's Land. q 

Farevell dear Babes, to all my Friends adieu ; 

My Gop's.my only Hope, my Joy and nt now. 


Fargwell vain World, farewell Joacim too, ; 2 


© Soft Innocence doth in her Face appear, 
Now when the grand Cataſtrophe draws near ; 
Th' Effect of Virtue is a chearful Mind, 
Her Will is to her Maker's Will reſign' d. 
Shame, Pain and Death, can't Alteration make, 
SUSANNA can be chearfulggt a Stake. 

- Shes not involv/d in Gloom, fetches a Sob, . | 
Drops ſome few Tears, and marches thro' the Mo 
The Pilates Skill is known, when Dangers nigh, 

In midft of Storms and a tempeſtuous Sea, 

Far from the fight of hoſpitable Shoar,, 

Wen all che waring Elements de roar. 

„ 


* 
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nen Waves and Billows boiſtrouſly do roar, 

WD arc all che battling Winds, and ſweep the Shoar 2 
ith makes Believers ſmile to ſee them roll, 
e on the Rock, they can their Strength controul, 
UE} Unbelievers ſtill with Fears oppreſs'd, 
1 zakes like the Aſpen Leaf, with. ev'ry Blaſt. 

4 ith warms the Soul, and gives it vital Heat, 
is Faith which makes the bitter Potion ſweet : 
W pports Believers when their Spirits droops, 
With hath more Courage than a thouſand Troops 
WT was Faith in God ſupported Abrabaw's Life, 
hen he unſeath'd the ſacrificing Knife, 
om {[jaac's Mouth the killing Sentence came; 

here's the Wood and Fire, but where's the 1 
uſt your young {ſaac, grill upon the Fire? \.. 
will provide, my Dear, Replies the Sire. 
ſt in the nick of Time, ere he's diſpatchld, 4 
Lamb is in the neighbouring Thicket catchd .. 


LIC. 


That God who always hears Believers Pray'rs, . & 
perintendent of the Worlds Affairs) | 
dr Pray'r a divine Incantation hath, 9 
aws Mercies down, a averts impending Wrath i * 
ird young Daniel," and he cries aloud, e 
1 I am free of this juſt Lady's Blood: 9 7 
f es, O yes, take notice what you do; 3 
q SANN A is more Inqocent than you, | A 
idſt the Mob, Heav'ns darling Daniel ſtood; — 
N Infant Prophets Voice allarm'd the Crowe d. 
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Our God, who makes the Babes and Sucklings Mouth, 
if His Oracles t' inſtruct the World in Truth, | 4 
Made the raw beardleſs Bard convince the Throng, 4 
That Sentence paſt againſt the Lady wrong : 3 
c Iſra'lites, be ſays, fooliſh you are, 
& Condemn Abraham's Daughter at your Bar, 
© Without Reſpect to Beauty Sex or Youth.; 
& Nay worſe, without ſufficient legal Proof; 
& At GoD's Command, this Admonition's giv'n, 
« Pye my Credentials from the Judge of Heav'n: 
© Return the Lady, and prevent GoD's Wrath, 


þ 
14 
* 


& Throw by theſe horrid Implements of Death ; 
© Th? Accuſers being Interrogate by me, 
cc Their Falſebꝛod and her Innocence you'll ſec, 
ce And quickly you'll reverſe your laſt Decree, 
The Senators obey th' inſpired Boy, 

The Populace huzza her back with Joy; 
Thou'rt ſent from Gop, the Judge to Daniel ſays, 
Made Wiſe in Youth by th* Ancient of Days, 
To his, bled Name be everlaſting Praiſe. 
Therefore w* invite thee to the Judgment Seat, 
Read o'er the Proofs, and all the long Debate: Tt 
Call the Deponents, re-examine them, | 
As you ſee Cauſe aſſoilzie, or condemn, 


Then holy Daniel on the Bench a ppears, 

He ſtares on Alu and his ſnowy Hairs ; 

& Says, aged Sinner, of an impious- Life, 

ce Falfly you've ſwotn againſt Joacim's? Wie : 

* Theſe #ecret 'Sins, in which you've -ta'en Delight, 
A Shall all be blaz'd abroad, and fee the Light, 
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W Hold up your Hand, ſwear by the Gop of Truths 

I That no falſe Word ſhall iſſue from thy Mouth: 

4 As ye ſhall anſwer at the Judgment Day 

ro Gop, who knows all that we do or ſay: 

By this your Oath, adminiſtrate by me, 

There was't youdid SUSANN&'s Dallianee ſee ? 

We! repli'd, under 4 Maſtick Tree, 

rhou'ſt (worn, good Daniel ſys, againſt thy Life; 

Heav'n's Meſſenger, with ſacrificing Knife, 

Already is diſpatch'd to puniſh you; 

is Scymiter Mall cleave thy Trunk in twos 

he Wretch diſmiſs'd, he to Priolz ſaid, 

O thou, the Offspring of curs'd Canaan's Seed, 

hy baleful Looks, denote thy want of Grace, 

hou art not ſprung of holy Judab's Race: 

Beauty hath ruin'd thy ill guarded Heart, 

he Pleaſures gone, and you endure the Smart; 

hy Eyes roll with Revenge, Rage burns thy Breaſt, 


4 


Luſt by Revenge, is unto Madneſs wrought, 
Sorrow and "ſecret Shame perplex thy Thonghe. . 
Thou with malignant Love, did tempt the Juſt; | 
o quench thy burning fey'riſh Thirſt of Luſt : 
But Judab's Daughter, being as Chaſt as Fair, 
:Nain thou'ſt brought her to a fatal Snare: 
llied to Heav'n, ſhe like Heav'ns Saints doth | 
he loth'd to touch that unclean Corps of thine. 
old up to Heav'n thy Face, thy Hand to me, 
5 you hall anfwer to the DIETII, 


C2 Under 


onſcious of Guilt, thy lab' ring Soul's oppreſs'd 5 


36 Stteams from Helicon 3 Or, 
„Under what Shade, did you the Adult'ry ſee ? 
Priali bow'd, and ſaid, under a Myrtle Tree, 
© Thou mongrel Soul, the divine Daniel ſaid, 
c Thy Oath, hath now thy Villany betray'd ; "2 
«Loaded with Crimes, thy Tribe and Nations Shame + 
“ Reproach and Scandal to the Hebrew Name: {| 1 
« Long ſteel'd in Vice, thou Sins without controul, 
&« Stifles the innate Notions of the Soul. 
0 Thy Oaths à Copy of thy ugly Mind, 
cc And thou ſhalt dy the Death, for her defign'd ; 
c And ſhe ſhall be eſteem'd the beſt of Womankind, 
Then turning to the Audience, ſaid, 
c Take theſe two Varlets, for their Perjury, 
& To Execution, ſtone them till they dy : 
<« Retaliation Law doth here take Place, 
„ Which MoskESs Law preſcribes in fuch a Caſe, 


The rude Militia make an horrid Noiſe, 
The briſtled Matrons, and the beard leſs Boys, 
Grining like angry Maſtives, they fall on 
And furrow Aulwfs back, with Plow's of Stone. 
A Stane fix Paces ſent, an old Hag throws, 1 
His Bull-Neck droops, he ſcapes with half an Noſe; ai 

Foams at the Mouth, and Bellows like an Ox. In 
His Noſe grows ruddy like a Turky Cocks, 
Giles ſtruck him on the Breech with manly Force, 
His graceleſs baudy Buttocks hang an A: 
Beſs hits him on the Teeth, till Jaws do gape ; 
He coins his Face in many an antique Shape: 
Thick Storms of Fury on his Forehead fel, 

He roars and belſhes Oaths with hideous Yell. 
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cone flew whizzing thro” the airy Tract, 
3 Puch was its Strength, it even'd his bungl'd Back; 
I Eyes within their hollow Orbits ſunk, 
he Sap ran out, and dry'd he wither'd Trunk, 
Storm of Stones fell on his Arms and Thighs, 
ire ſprawling olf, upon the Ground he lyes ; 
ee loll d his bulky Tongue, aud curs'd the B——s 

1 5 thrice. 
iich next Attack he's batter d to the Ground, 
Froth filbd his Chops, he gave a grunting Sound, 
wice he eſſay'd to riſe, but all was lame; 
Die fell and boch'd the Thing that's foul to name: 
WBeſmear'd with Mud, the mangled Body lay, 
| His Soul flew thro' a Gap to Hell the neareſt Way, 


j 


Prioli next appears, with horrid Face, 

Able to bring the Gibbet in Diſgrace; 

0 zenum'd with Fear, ty'd to the Stake he ſtood, 

nd ſecm'd like it a Log of ill hewn Wocd, 

he Mob direct ſo well the honeſt Cuff, 

His Body ſounded with the ſtrong Rebuff : 

Stone graz'd on his Checks, and went afloap, 
It miſs'd fo narrow, that it cut the Rope. 

other flew o'er's Head, and hit the Prieſt, | 

Down toples he, and lyes like flaughter'd Beaſt ; 8 

ben all the Rable laugh'd to ſee the wanton Jeſt. 

s lt a Stone, which weigh'd about ſev'n Pound, 

Brought down the filthy Fabrick to the Ground ; 

Struggling to riſe, he ſtill became more faint : 

Il hear'd the roaring Noiſe he downward fent. 


8 95 One 
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One flung a Stone, which could have ſplit a Rock; 

It peirc'd his Breaſt, and gave the mercy Stroke: 

All drench'd in Blood, the beagle Body lay, 

Juſt as it was alive, a ſenſeleſs Lump of Clay. 
Virtutem ſoſuere dis ſudore parandam 

H E s. 


* 

. \ 
! 
V 


eee eee eee e 


On a fair IL A D v, 


Suckling a beautiful Child, bolding an Apple 
ia its Hand. P, 
. T 
1 all in Flame, was e'er ſuch Beauty ſeen, 
O ſhe is fairer than the Iydian Queen, V 
For whom fierce Here'les dropt his Lions Skin; 


And dreſs'd in Linſey Woolſey learn'd to Spin. Se 


Like Venus ſhe's of every Charm poſſeſs, 

Lo! there is Cupid hanging on her Breaſt ; 
Fondling the Babe, his little Wagries ſpies, 
Cloſs in her Boſom languiſhing he lics. 


In that tranſparent Heav'n, doth Sport and Play, 
Circling with am'gous Folds the milkie Way ; 
She holds th? o'er flowing Goblet to his Lip, 

From whence he doth ſyeet killing Philtres ſip. 


Pm 
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Wm wrong, the dazling Beams my Eyes deſtroy ; 
4 ho” he reſembles much the Paphiun Boy, 
it can't be he, Cupid doth wear a Bow, 
in this ſoft Hand doth a fair Apple grow; 
on now I mind the Thing, I hear'd it long ago. 


on pela's Wedding-Day did Strifes ariſe, 
The tempting Gold'n Apple was the Prize, 
For which three Goddeſſes forſook their Skies. 

| Upon the Apple were theſe Words engraven, 

Let this be to the faireſt Goddeſs giv'n : 

ple Each thought ſhed gain the Prize, they all agrec, 
Paris be choſen for to end the Plea ; | 
They*ll firmly acquieſce to his Decree. 


Well knew the Boy to pleaſe the Pow'rs above, 
He gav't to Venus, ſhe's the Queen of Love : 
See how ſhe takes it from the charming Youth, 
And Prints her melting Kiſſes on his Mouth, 
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Warraces TRE E 
. In the 70 RVO O P. 


Hu ! rev'rend Reliques of a princely Oax, 
Devouring Time Tay Giant Strength hath broke; 
In Royal Pomp, fix hundred Years you've ſtood, 
Pride of the Plains, and Sovereign of the Wood: 
How I revere thy venerable Bones, 
Fit to be ſer *mongſt Pearls and precious Stones, 


May foreign Pilgrims in Devotion come 

. A to bear thy ſacred Aſhes home : 
Hear ev'ry Thing Tradition ſpeaks of Tarr, 

And write the Wonders of the Torwood Tree, 


N\ 


5 
Tnov in the Center of Tay Army ſtood, 


Till Years declar'd the Manhood of the Wood; 
And when fell Engines had Tay Forces flain, 


Alone, Thou did'ſt a Monarch's Pow'r maintain; 
. so did thy Chiftian WAT TAC EH ſtand alone, 
In warlike Poſture, wen his Men were gone. 
g's: O - |  Henc& 
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enceforth the Oax ſhall o'er the Forreſt reign, 
dev'ry Tree pay Homage to this KING; 

ce it is Loyal, far bcyond its Fellows, ; 
oy'd to a Rebel Abſolon a Gallows ; [Wallace, 

© ſhclter*d Royal Charles, and Scotland, Guardian 


* fr hath the HERO lodg'd within Tay Bark, 
A afe as the Patriarch Wab in his Ark | 
W hence ſaillied forth upon his Foes with Force, 
N ſprung the Greci ans from the Trojan Horle : 

| ho s. wooden Womb invented to decoy, 

Wrightn'd Ancas, who defended Troy. 


1 


ail old Patrician | famous thro? the Iſle ; 
ncut THOU falls for SCOT1a*s Funfral Pile : 

reen grew thy Boughs, till SCOT1a was betray'd, 
ith HEN Thou flourift'd, and with HER decay'd. 


ſaw THEE on the fatal firſt of 'Myy, 
air SCOTIA'S Wedding, no, her Burial-Day, 

Drop all Thy Leaves, Tux Sorrow to expreſs, 1 
odding Try aged Head down to the matted Graſs, | 


re then the feather'd Quires perch'd on Tay Boughs, 
nd ſung their M.ttins when the Morning roſe j $ 
With daw*ning Day the Muſick was begun, a 
he Conſort laſted till the ſetting Sun: {Young 
n Tazz they built their Neſt, there hatchd' their 
aying the Tribute of a daily Song. 


ut, fince they're gone, and THOU art Viſit now 


by. crying Maps and the dull Cukoo ; 8 
Low 


42 Streams from Helicon :; Or, 
Low at Tay Feet, beneath Tay benign Shade, 
Where loving Ivy and the Primroſe ſpread, 

Deadly Solanum droops his baneful Head : 

There hiſſing Serpents ſpew their Vomit out, 
And Poiſon with their forked Tongues Tay root, 


In frozen Winter, when rough Storms did blow, 


Clothing Tay ſhaven Head with Webs of Snow, 
B, ire Hands Thou ſtreach'd above the Plain, 
To ſhelter from bleek Winds, the Nymph and Swain, 


In Summer, when the Day hegan to peep, 

F'er Buxom Mopſa went to *rend her Sheep, 

To a South runing Stream ſhe bends her Way, 
Muttering Words the Flamines bid her ſay : 

Then freight with Vigour to the Wood ſhe ran, 
And revelPd thrice about the Ox, v-GOOD-MAN. 


Pronounc'd the Charm | * 
Would keep from Harm, | 
And ſave her thro) the Day ; 


By MART's Might 

And WALLACE Wight, 

I Conjure TER O TREE, 
Preſerve my Dfove, 

cauſe Namon prove 

True to his Love, 

And wed with none ſave me. 
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Nat now, no Sheperdeſs or Swain is ſeen, . 
Fo gamble round THy Trunk, or Dance upon 
Y Green ; 

o more the Hairy Maid with Milking-Pail 

4 its at TY Roots, to hear her Strephon's Tale; 

; o more the Shepherd in the ſcroching Noon, 

4 drives to Tux cooling Shade, there to ly down; . - 
o more on Trumps, plays ſweetly to his Cara, 

or with his native Notes, ſiugs Leader Haughs and Tarom, 


1 


OE DT nemme 


To the NINE Mus Es, 


N 


Members of the fair Intellectual. Club. 


Splende Io ſcudo, a guiſe di piropo, 
E luce altra non, e tanto lucente ;, 


Cader in terra alo ſplendor fu d' vopo, 


Con gli occhi abbacinati, e ſexa mente. 


In making YOU Heav'n took unuſual Core, 


And fram'd YOU by the beſt lov'd Angel there, 
Orw. Ox. 


Ong did malignant Planers rule our IS IE, 
| And Heayn refm'd on CALEDON to ſmile; 
; Put now, Heav'n ſhines, and we in Arts adyance, 

Ind ſend enriching Projects unto France. ; 


But Thro' 


W.- % 
"* . . . 
: — 
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Thro' long revolving Years, the charming Fair, 
Like caged Birds, have breath'd impriſowd Air; 

4s Tulips only valued for their Hue, 

A while look'd gay, then wither'd where they grey, 
© happy Change! the Hoor is learned grown, 
Beyond the Purple and the Ermine Gown : | 


If I'm not Eloquent on ſuch a Theme, 
Cut be my Tongue, and blaſted be my Fame. 


> 4 

"i 
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Lo! I'm inſpir'd by you, ſince I did read an 
The marchleſs Speeches in your Forum made ; | 
Learning and Beauty doth my Muſe employ, > 
IT fink in Raptures with the melting Joy: 1 
The ſoft, the ſweet, the killing Fair inſpires, 
My frozen Breaſt with Maros ardent Fires. Im 

Bright beaute6us Legates of the Pow'rs above, 4 

( As Serpents Wiſe, and Harmleſs as the Dove; ) 2 

Your Smell perfumes the Ifle, your Odours fly ; * 

All gaze upon you with a raviſh'd Eye. 

The Siſter Arts to foreign Climates flown, h 
Reſtor'd ſhall flowriſh in our Frigide Zone : U 
, ScOT14's cold Heaths become the Muſes Seat, a, 5 
We'll once n be Wiſe, and once again be Great. n 

Kwak As. ſee the ſacred Ning, * F 

Have ftoll'n thy Pencil, and thy Art divine ; j 4 

Behold the Canvaſs by the charming Fair, 


1 rouch'd with Titzan Strokes, with Guido 5 Air! 
Vandhte 


5 *. 1 Y f ! 
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zndjke, would bluſh, if he the collouring ſaw, 
he Picture finiſh'd with a Coup d' eclat; 


: bel return unto BRITANNIA“s Iſle, 

Thy Muſick often did our Cares beguile;) 
e don't invite thee hither for to Sing, 

a Tho' thou can entertain the greateſt King ; ) 
WTis for to learn from the tuneful Nine, 

ho's Voices, like their Faces, is Divine. 


e W. bo 


lay not the envying Angels ſnatch you hence, 
ill we have Virtue learn'd and ſolid Senſe ; | I 
orbid ic Heav'n, your Web of Thought be ſpent, ) 

Till guilty BrxiTArinN taught by you repent 8 "ij 
pon th important Embaſly your ſent, 


Immenſely Good, you ſanctifie the Clime, 

ho? ſunk in Guilt, and in the Dregs of Time; 
our Virtne doth attone for B-/:tain's eyfry Crime. 
our flaming Zeal, kindles the dying Spark, 4 
Darts Beams of Light and Brightens what was Dark, . 


he faireſt Patterns e'er BRITANNIA aw, 

irtue decreed by you, makes th' Edict Law: 

dur Sex reclaim'd ſhall all their Thoughts employ, 

n grateful Songs, the Subject cannot Cloy ; 
rown you with Garlands, and with Shouts of Joy. 5 


it. 


i air Nymphs, my Muſe doth venture to prolage, 
6 You'll make a- Conqueſt of the vicious Stage; 
ring back Aſtres's Reign, reſtore the Golden Age; 


4 


46% Streams from Helicon © Or, 
” Blefs BR ITAIN, which for Ages hath been curs'd, 
(Twas Love and Beauty made the World at firſt.) |} 


( Beauty perform'd, what Prophets could not do ;) 

Wich grateful Anthems at thy Feet they'll bow. 

When you fair Guides, let looſe the Reins of Power, 
VLou'll break the Cords of Sin, make the polluted pure, 

By female Virtue ſhall the Chains be broke, 

And Beauties ſmiles, melt down the flinty Rock ; 
The glad'ning Ngws ſhall ſpread to foreign Lands, , 

That Britain rank iti Sin, was ſav'd by Virgins Hands, 


Majeſticle Nuns, the World reform'd by you, 


eee cee W 8 l B08 xe 


Joo Sir RICHARD STEELE, 
. 
One of the enn of Enquiry fer 
North-Britain. 


PF Tranſports riſe dead Muſe, ſublimes thy Theme 
With ſolemn Stanzas, lift his awful Name : 
Soft be your Notes, and melting as his Song, 
Which charms our Orb, if not th MAngelick . 

Lively Ideas in your Numbers line, 
A beauteous Image ſpangle ev'ry Line; 
Don't ſtumble, and reſume the dull Defence, 


\ 


Porms on various Subjefts, 47 

WR. Lucubration's ſwell'd with divine Thought, | 
les ev'ry Muſe turn mute, great Steele has wrote, 8 

d made a grand Monopoly of Wit. 

nt Topick he beſtow'd, the bounteous Store, 

eis made the Nation Rich, who found them Poor,) 

be a laſting Fund, ſo Heav'n hoards Rain! 

d be diſpens'd in gentle Show'rs again. 


.) 


A 


bas. 


du'll ſtifle Vice, or hurry't off the Stage; 

orm the Morals of a vicious Age. 

th heav'nly Plumage, towrs your lafry Muſe, 

pires with Zeal, revives extinguiſh'd Vows : 
nts Virtue in her conquering Charms, your Quill 5 


mortal Bard, your uſeful Works preſage, 8 


F 
a 
1 
| 


ns Viccs haggar'd Face with utmoſt Skill; 

re forc'd to hate her, ev'n againſt our Will: 1 
ju ſhoot keen Arrows, with gigantick Pithz | | 18 
e hides her guilty Head and thinks on Death ; F. 
r Pencil *twas the Chriſtian Hero drew, : 


te wond'ring World, the Minature did View, 
d ſaid the Painter was the Picture too. 


_——— 
" 


ur labour'd Plays have Fancy's utmoſt Touch, | | | "i 
od Humour which could warm the heavy Dutch 

akes the flaging Soul with glowing Heat; « ' 
e Characters are Juſt, the Language ſweet,  _ \ 
thouſand. Beauties throng the pompous Page, 8 * 


Otway's Softneſs, mixt with Oldham's Rage; 
Shakſpear's Works, they'lt flouriſh in old Age. 4 
uld Ben riſe from his Duſt, he'd bluſh to ſee, bh 
— * by —P and TRIER. "T8 


With | 
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*. 
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With Rev'rence, diſtant Nations ſpeak of you; 


Will make your Name in Britain's Annals ſhine ; 
What noble Ardors fir'd the Patriots Breaſt, 


The nobleſt Cauſe manag'd by the nobleſt Pen: 


=. + SCOT1A who. once, Sou Neighbours did diſdain, 
© Baffled a Roman Power, and made them yield, 


| Glorycd in her Name, The independent SCOT, 


* 


Unto thy Spectatorial Wiſdom bow. 


Our watchful Guardian, whoſe unweary'd Care, 
Helpt often to ſupport the Regal Chair, 
Thy learned Pleadings for the Royal Line, 


When Senate was with factious Foes oppreſs'd; 
You like great Ceſar ſpoke, like him you wrote; 
And when excluded by the Torry Vote, 

Your loyal Pen in Royal GEORGE's Cauſe, 
Convine*d the World by Reaſon and by Laws; 
Cur thro” the Film, obſcur'd the Eyes of Men, 


4 


Such dint of Argument is us'd by thee, 
You fright moe from their Crimes, than buran Tre, 


Great Stn, i 
." Storn'd hoſtile Foes, and mock*d a foreign Chain; 


Seldom appear d, ſave Victor in the Field, 


Ere Englands Arms was quarter'd in her Coat, 
With hungry Looks, holds up her ghoſtly Face, 
Her palſey Hands, point to the lonely Place, 
'Where Laws were fram'd, where ſar the illi 
— | Race, 


* 2 
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; 
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ief, more than Age, hath furrowed her Brow ; 
E ſobs her Sorrows, yet ſhe ſmiles on you; 
ars from their chryſtal Limbicks do diſtil, > | 


; ien throbing Breaſt, ſhe dreads th” approaching ill; 
t ill sus loves you, tho' you come to Kill. * 


midſt of Fears and Wounds, which ſhe doth feel, 


is the hurting Hand, ſmiles on the wounding 


STEELE, 


eee mee 


n amorous EIS TLE from 


To ELEONORA 2 — N 


N 


3 ” 
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By which our Maker doth his power difplay ; 
he Fathers of the Church do ſtill . 


he Fair are always exquiſitely Good: 
hat lovely Face of thine's a Glaſs, 6p we | 
hold the Rays of pure Divinity, ME 


Th Almighty ſhews his Love unto the Fair, 
lou ing them two Attributes to ſhare; 
eſe Attributes moſt proper to his Nature, 


D * oy” | CTwere 


Ac Oe OR OY charming Olpntave | 


L 


= DAUGHTER, \ N 
WD Eauty is juſtly term'd a divine Ray, | 
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the Abbot Bothwell, "Xs 1 
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Twere rank Ingratitude t' indulgent{Heay*n, 


Not to employ the Talents Gop hath given? k 
Was t for no other End, Heaven Beauty made, . * f 
But tantalize our Eyes, and uſeleſs fade : | 
He was too Kind, beſtow'd the charming Pow'r, 
To make it * to r the pleaſant Flower. 


Lifes not more nat'ral to Mankind, than Love; ak 
(Need I a Thing fo very eaſy prove?) "= 
There's a Defire implanted in each Creature, 
T' unite with what's moſt proper to its Nature; 
This animats the whole Terreſtrial Ball, 

Inftin& we call it, in the Animal: 

That natural Caſt, which to the Center brings; 
The Term we give it, in inan'mate Things, 
In Man, the nobleſt Creature on the Earth, 
The Sign of Wiſdom, and Celeſtial Birth. 

Theſe Functions of our Life, to ſleep, or move, 
Are not more nat'ral, than for us to Love: 

* Nothings ſo deep below, ſo high above, 

But feels the mighty Influence of Love. 

The rugged Earth, th' unexorable Sea, 

The Winds and Stars, all own its Sov'reignty: 
Nothing's too god, too great, but what it ſways, 
All Things are at its Will, and ev'ry Thing obeys. WM f 


If Love be ſweet to theſe immervd in Strife, 
Burthen'd with all the fervile Cares of Life, 
Tis much more ſo, to pious Souls that dwell 
Recluſe, and cloyſter'd in a lonely Cell: 
Calm and ſerene, we feel no weight of Sorrow, | 
What we're to Day, we'll be the ſame to Morrow 


- 
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: P6rMs en Various Sabjefts. =. 
o guilded Baits of Honout do Ihvite, —_ 

To Tolles all Day, and fleeples Hours all Night, 9 
o' Luxury, our Convent be deny'd, 5 
Nich freſh Subſiſtance daily weꝰre / ſupply d | 
Ne hear no noiſe of War, or foreign News, 

hen let ſoft Love employ the Religious: 

e mock at Riches; which the World adore all, 

Dur Diſpoſition's phyſical and moral; 

Yong Time with Saints, hath ſtock'd the Courts above, © 

i Who's Hearts receiv'd th? impreſs of divine Love; - 
ints Love ſo vigrous grows, that at the length, F 

hey love with all their Soul, and all their Strength : 

ut as the Brutes (fo the Supreme defighd) 

ave by their Maſter diff rent Tasks affign'd, 

We ccording as their Strength and Kind allow, 

Wome are for Pleafiire, others for the Blow : 

d we who muſt th* Almighty's Laws fulfil, 

erform the mighty Dictats of his Will. 

heſe preordained by the Pow'rs above, 

zive up their Hearts wholly to divine Love; c 14.98 

Wor this Srraphick Love the Church ſtill Pants. 

Tis this makes Martyres, Confeſſors and Saints. ny 

ut the Devout, to whom the Gifts not given | 

violent Inclinations for Heav'n, 

iſe up with Grace, implanted in their Nature, 
lower Contemplations of the Creature : BY 4 


e love our Maker, as the others do, 
dye him dilated in his Works below ; 8 
e admire his Goodneſs, when we gaze on you. 
BU Da. * +0 CS 
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When I behold your Charms, your ey'ry Grace, 
Your matchleſs Shape, the Wonders of your Face, 
I adore th' Omnipotent, I muſt confeſs 

I ſee his Image in the lovely Glaſs : 

Thus 1 mount up, on Love's triumphant Wings, 
To the eternal Principal of Things. 

1 by its natural Emanations know, 

Pleaſures of Heaven above, and Earth below; 
So without Guilt of Sacrilege, I ſhare 

My Heart *twixt divine Love, and you my charts 


ing Fair, 


To make us Happy, Heaven did deſign 
3 That we ſhould in our Maker's Image ſhine ; 
This we eſtabliſh as a Rule of Faitlt, 

The Thing which makes us happy, makes us ſafe; 
And that is Love. 


The Ardors of my Love, makes me impart 
To you the great Arcanas of my Heart; 
My ghoſtly Counſel take, be no more Coy, 
Prepare to meet me, and the coming Joy. 
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WT hc SripER and the GoUuT. 


4 F485 L & 
17 We read in prophane and ſacred Records, 
Of Beaſts that have utterd articulate Words ; 
And Statues without either Wind-Pipe or Lungs, | 
Have ſpoken as plainly as Men do with Tongues : | 
At Delphes, and Rome, Stocks and Stones, now and 

then Sirs, 
Have to Queſtions return'd articulate Anſwers, 

STATE POEMS, 


ez 


- 
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Laſt Morning half ſleeping, there came in my 
Thought, 
A pleaſant Dialogue which KSO forgot: 


| He Spider, a Maſter of the Webſter Trade, \ 
(He was a Burgeſs born, a Burgeſs bred,) | 1 
clining with Age, lov'd a Countrey Life; 6 
nd therefore tranſported himſelf to Fife: 1 
ravelling he met on the Road with the Gout, . ; 
Joch of the Pilgrims were walking on Foot) + 
Dy, ſays the Gour, pray where are you going, 
=D ſtorm ; ; 
be y Weather my * Wind is blowing rue 
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Sweeps me and my Pleniſhing down the Stairs: 


Truly I cannot but commend your Wit; 


\ You may fix your Loom in a Farmer's Bed; 


1 * not come near a Country- mand Leg; 


Hut he ſure to go to an honeſt Sinner, 


7 aun t Coughs like a rotten Sheep ; 
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* 7 * v * 


54 Streams from Helicon : Or, 
Ty City Weavers have plenty of Wealth, * 
And all Folk that's Rich, take Care of thei "8 
The Yider replies, you're quite miſtaken, 4 W | 
Pm a Beggar for all the Pains I've taken ; 
When eber I offer to ſet up my Loom 
On à Cabinet Head, or the Roof of a Room, 
An ill natur'd Jad, with Beſom of Hairs, 


If you knew my Caſe, you'd be mov'd with Pi, 
VIt neer return in my Life to the City. | 


If this be the Treatment you get, ſays the Gon, 
Go you and lodge in a Country Stcd, 


There all your Days live Safe and Content, 
He'll no cauſe you flit, tho? you pay no Rent. 


But for me, I cannot get Bread tho' I beg, 


no keep me an Hour in a Year at the Fire, 
Tralle me all the Day thro! Dub, and thro? Mire; 
Thi Lairds and the Tradeſ men, have as little Pity, 
$ VI! try my Fate and viſit the City, 


Indeed, ſays the Spider, I approve of the Thing, 
In Bdlnbwgh Town yowll live like a King 


ho begins in the Morning and drinks till Dinner! 
keys luſty Mail, a Dram, and a Sleep, 


Tha 
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Then away to a Cellar, as dark as Hell, wy 

WT here he Smoaks and Drinks, till the ten Hour Bell: 

ake my Advice, for the Burgeſs hath Gear, 

cep him cloſe in the Houſe, four Months o' the Year 

emember the more Miſchief that ye do, 

©ll be the kinder and kinder to you; 

e' roll you in Blankets, and Pillows of Down, 

Well lives the Gout in a graceleſs Town : ) 

gn Sack he'll drink your Health, tho? it ſlay him; 

ill his Preath be out, never gae frac him. 


Farewell, ſays the Gout, I return you Thanks ; 
I ſhall not be long from a Burgeſſes Shanks, 


MOR 4aALE q 


Fame of Life's ſuſtain'd with liitle Food; 
e very bealthſul when we're very Good: 
Put ſuch is the Corruption of our Natures, 
will be very wicked, goutiſh Creatures, 
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DIALOGUE 


BEJ WIXT 
A Sea-Man and a Tal 


0 N a very clear Night 
The Moon ſhining bright, 
A Sea-men and Tay:or were walking ; 
And I drawing near, 
Gave attentive Ear, 


| | And heard ev'ry Thing they were talking. 


TATLOR, 
Quoth the cowardly Tiylor 
o the courageous Sailor, 
\\ hat was your Dade's Occupation? 


SEA-MAN,. 
He liv\d by the Sea, 

was there he did die, 

As did all my Generation, 


C4 
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TATLOR, 


ndeed yore o'er crouſe, 
d poor prick the Louſe, 


WS put your ſelf in ſuch Danger, 


to venture at Sea 


L nere they all did die; \ 


ke Advice from me a Stranger, 
ather ſtay at Hame, 


ed work for the Wame, 
Dr this is the Land of Goſhen ; 


han to go to the Waves 
hat's prov'd your Fathers Graves, 
nd die like them, on the Ocean. 


SEA MAN. 
Your Trade is free of Harm, 

nd you fit clean and warm 

ut where did your Parents die ? 


TATLOR, 
In the very ſame Bed 

here laſt Night we were laid, 
nd ſo I hope will J. 


SRA-MAN, 

How can ye be glad 

o ſleep in that Bed, 

Ince it's dang'rous to ly in't: 

o I'll to the Main, 

ry, Widdy bold thy awn, 


nd nc'er ſleep there Jeaſt I die in't. 
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Duke n 


Feſt on Dr. B A R R O vi 
With the Doc TOR ' Anſwer. 


T H E Doctor being invited to Dinner 
on a Chriſtmaſs Day, by a City Sinner, 
Kindly comply'd and came to his Houſe, 2 

The firſt Diſh ſerv'd up, was a Turky and Gooſe : WiW* 
The Duke coming, in, and ſpying the Pricſt, 
(No Man in England, lov'd better a Jeſt, ) 

SBsays, tell me Doctor, why it always falls ſo, 

= HT ner fee a Church-Man, but I ſee a Gooſe alſo! 

Tube grave Good-Man, with a primitive Look 
And a rever*nd low Bow, ſaluted the Duke, 

Pm pleagd, ſays he, with Mirth from your Grace, 

Your ay making Merry with Aaron's Race ; 

"Tis a very good Jeſt you've paſt in this Place, 

Tl ne'er ſee a ! but I'll mind your Grace. 
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H k pious old Man, an s Riches was Grace, 
Leaving the Earth for a berter Place, 
Wearing his dear affectionate Wife 

ho always had been the Solace of his Life, 
amenting her Loſs, crying, When you are Dead, 
ſho will gain my poor Babes their Bread? a 
ith the Air of a Saint, Mr. HE RRON reply'd, 
ruſt in the LORD he will provide; 09-4 

o who doth the young Ravens preſerve, 

ill not ſuffer the young HER RON to ſtarve. 
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Chancellor He's Jett 


ON 
Dr. Bull the famous Jeſter : 


Applying. to him for Promotion in th | 
hurch ; and Dr. Bull's ſnug Reph. il 


CHANCELLOUR, 


Hate to ſee a ſmooth headed Bull. 
Where's the Horns ſhould adorn your Skull? 


| 4 x 3 Dr. BULL. | | 
= Your Lordſhip muſt know, in my Country Side, Wl 
The Horns are always join'd to the Hide, 
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T O 


y honour'd FRIEND Dr. P —, 
Author of the DES CRI HT ION of 
Twedadale, and Miſcellany PoEMus. 


WD Roud England boaſts to be the Muſes ſeat, 


Glorys in Spencer's Flights, and Conley's Heat, 

« Jobnſton's toiling Head, and Shakeſpeer's Plays, 13 q 
yden's bright Wit, and Waller's melting Lays, 
ilton's inſpired Thoughts, and Denbhaw's Strains 
ſho ſung the ſweereſt of the Engliſh Swains, 


* 

Theſe are the Muſes darling Sons T own, 
et equaliz'd by Bards born in our frigid Zone : 
amd Scoria's ſnowy Hills hath giv'n Birth, 
o Wits and Warriours, famous thro? the Earth, 
n barren Heaths, which never felt the Plow, 
wed with cold, , the richeſt Learning grew. 
oi in cold Cliffs of Caledonia's Coaſts, 
ich Borea's Blaſts, and Hyperborean Froſts: 
h' admired Drummond dropt celeſtial Lines, 

ming in which, and boundleſs Fancy ſhines; 
. — , Seras |. 
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_ Virgil Tranflates and brightens up his Fame: 


Like yours, might fly upon the Wings of Fame; 


9 Happy die Peo ple whom you live among; 


« 
* 
. 


Seraphick Notes flow'd from Buchanan's Quill, 
Too great for Man; almoſt for Angels Skill. 
mortal Bouglaſs in his hermit Cell, 

ik with the Streams of Heliconian Well 
Reelling with Raptures in a rapid Strain, 


Stirling and Maitland have eternal Names, 

All know the Muſes welcome to King JAMES; 
Where Conſtellations of bright Wirs appear, 
With Knowledge fill the Soul, and charm the Ex: 


a! 


And you'r Great Sir, the Britiſh Ovid now. 
Could Witkes but prevail, I'd wiſh my Name, 


That I in Nature's Secrets had thy Skill, 
And xgiild expreſs them with thy matchleſs Quill: 


I wich my Worth did equalize my Will, | 

Sure it chelr daily Prayer that you live long; 0 

Their Healths preſtry'd by you, their Pleaſure 90 

. thy Song. 
2 


. 8, 
e 
- - , y 


PorMs en various: Subjefts 


. aug 
B 
S ee e 


»* > 
. 


5; A 
wWrcwell to CELIA going 


to the NOR T k. 


Arewell fair Saint, the Killing Wound I feel, 
When I pronounce the bloody word, PRO 
Caſe is worſe, than that unhappy an 

o view fair Phebw, but a little Space; | 
iſt they're adoring him, he leaves their b A 
they're poor Wretches ſunk in deep Pant. : 
I, unhappy I, did ſcarcely know, | 
e greateſt Beauty ever dwelt below. 

ſhe, ah ! Cruel Fair, retires ; and lo, 

aves her poor Lover, olung'd in Gulphs of Woe, 
well, dear charming Celia, O prove kind, 
wind the bleeding Heart you've left behind: 
= fly ye lazy Minutes, wing away, 

aon ye weary Nights, poſt on each tedious; 
| Day 
ſhe return, and then for ever ſtay, 


0 reach the Water; and I found it Tweed : 


Trembling I ſtumbl'd thro' deep Pits and Pitch 
Thinking to meet the Devil and his Witches, 
"by I'm ſure they keep their nightly Mectings here, 
75 (Where never Prieſt, or humane Foot draws near,) 


At laſt a joyful Muſick reach'd my Ear, 
1 did the Dm of diſtant Waters hear, | 


4a * _— . * 
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BETWIXT 


/ScxAvs Monerch of the Maunders, ani 
| BopBBErLIPs Queen of the Gyplis 


tos of late in Fogs and thick Miſt, 
Without any Guide ſave WII IL with the Wij 

T- wander'd; for the bright decoying Rogue, 

Hop'd to wild Heaths, and many a moſſy Bog; 


Upon this Spot they dance and ravel all the Year: 


So = ©. > 


» tak went off, the Day began to clear. 
I leapt for Joy, bending my Courſe with ſpeed, 


NS. 


er triped more nimbly than the Beggar's QUEEN ; 


| y fair Fuſs you ſhall carry the Bags; 


n 4 * "oY — 
1 * * * * * 
1 * 
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. Bo pus on various Subjefts., 66 
Flad was my Heart, when I its Banks Ge view 3! 
here I beheld a very joyial Crew. ALA 
ow fair Peebles, on the River*s Side, r 
he merry Beggars were busking a Bride, A 
gang of Strollers, acting their Freiks, 

abling and dancing as merry as Greeks, 

a thicket of Trees my ſelf I hid, 

here 1 heard and ſaw what the Beggars did. 


No Hellicoat Goblin, or Elf on the Green, 


is the Bride did Dance and Play, 

or this, it ſeems, was her Wedding-Day.) 

e was match'd to old Scrape, the Maunders KI Ne, 

his made all the Rag-Regiment fing,) 

ſho gave her a Curch, as wide as a Hood ; 4 

filver Brotch, and a filken Snood, | 

pearled Croſs-Cloth, a woven Belt, & 

large leathren Swag, to hold the Gelt ; 

pair of Scizars, to. clip the Plaiſters ; = 

o keep open the Wounds which ſhew their Diſaſters ; 4.7. 

eedles to ſew the Paſs-ports when torn ; | 

Elchin to coble the Shoes when worn ; 

| ſtring of Beads, a Bitch, and 4 Kent, ; Ee 

o help her thro' the Bogs and the Bent.) 

Blanket, a pair of new ſoal'd Hoſe, 

Mil with Snitian, to pepper her Noſe. 7. | 

dre QUttn of the Cover, (ſays he) tho? in Rags, I) bo 
2 


| Ihe you tall * on Pillows of py 
E ve. 


On ſtoln Eggs and Butter we'll Dine, b 
My bona noba, in a cloven Pine; A 


To cut bien Whids, and be perfect in Crutchs 


I kemb his Beard, his Whiskers III plet; 


a £ mh 4 
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I've truf d you a Ladies Shirt from the Hedge; 
(Auld louzy Duds gars ay Folk fidge. ) 


On Pad of Bulruſhes, your Butrocks Lell lay, 


There ſleep and ſing, till the Cock crow Day. 
Then beg on the Way, and rob all we meet, 5 
Steal from the Hedge, both the Shirt and the Shen AM 


III pour on thy Pale, a Pot of good Alc, 1 . 
Laughing like us, at ev'ry Mail; | 


be. 
RY 


A, 
is, 
43 


With Ducklings i' th* Seaſon, Bacon and Peaſe, 
Capons, Turkeys, and fat dabs of Cheeſe ; 

Pll learn you to filch a Duck or a Hen, 
Fill the Swag with Lour, for a bouſing Ken. 


And a Begging we will go, 
And a Begging we will go; 
With a Pock for ou Oat Meal, 
Another for our Nye; | 
A little Bottle by our Side, 
© To Drink when we are Dry. 
Ad a Begging we will go, &c. 


Blabberlips kiſsd him, ten times and mair; 
Cry*s, Bleſſings lies lurking in his Tufts of Hair; 
Lang grows his Beard, thick, forked, and fair: 


Wich Feathers of Ravens, bruſh his bald Pate: 
"Hell 1y on the pad with his Dell till the tu A 
Let the Conſtable, Juſtice, and the D——l, go 
When we rooſt in Barns, old chuck will teach % 


4 ; 
= 4 ©; 
, if 


* 


* 


0 clap our Fambles, thro? up our Nab-cheats, 


o filch from _—_ both the Shirts and the 
Cheers : . 


glad, 
But ilk au muſt maund on his awnPad : 


9 x The Doxies turn up-their Keels and ſpelder, 
Napping till a Kinch twang in the Kelder. 


The covee coming by, 
Will Bumbumbis cry, 
Hedge-Hog, Toad, Beetle, 


Dick the Jewels, 
There they ly. 


* 


Then a flecker'd blew ey'd Hag began to ſing, 
To the Tune of Old Sir, Simon the King, 


geggars SONG out of BEAUMON'T 
and ee Plays. 


00 IE our Caps and Care away, 
This is Beggars Holy-Day ; 

« At the Wedding of our King, 
Thus we ever dance and fing. 

* In the World look out, and ſee; 0 
„ Where's fo happy a Prince as * 
Where's the Nation lives ſo free, 
* bb Merry as do we? | 
> E 2 
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| cc Be it Peace, or be it War, 

c Here at Liberty we are, 

« And enjoy our Eaſe and Reſt : 

“ To the Fields we are not preſt, 

cc Nor are call'd unto the Town, 

« To be troubled with the Gown. 
« Hang the Government, we cry, 


« Their Officers we do defy ; 
« Let Magiſtrates on Gibbets dy. 


© When the Subſid y's encreaſt, 

“ We are not a Penny Ceſt ; 

« Nor. will any go to Law, 

« With a Beggar for a Straw. 

c All which Happineſs he brags, 
« He doth owe unto his Rags. 
« Then a Begging we will go, 

« And a Begging we will go, &c, 


In the midſt of their Mirth, Dunnawaſſels drew ng 
King Scrape roſe up with the N and the Cry: 


- Purveyors to your Crutches; 3 wooden Legs, vi 
Faces, 

To your Poſtures; learn your halting Paces. 

_ Red-botch rid you, make falſe Bellies, ye Whores, 

. Slover Chops to your Stilts, lay open your Sore; 

Beeds-Men tye your Tackling, haſte, the Lour bi 

To Litter the Cubs, and Bouſe the King. 


The tarter'd Regiment took the Alarm, , M 
Some wanted à Leg, others an Arm: " 


eo) 


* 


ad thus ſhe ſhew*d them, the Art to beg. 
The Begging CAN T. 


Bleſs your Worſhips, throw us 'a Penny; 
Pitty the Wretches, poor and many; 
Mind the Blind who cannot fee ; 
SGi but a Doyt, or 11: Babie: 
Spare ſomething to the Dumb and Lame, 
All ſtarving with a hungry Wame ; 
And he who ſent you't guide you hame. 
She canted till ſhe got 
The matter of a Groat, 
Which ſhe to Scrape did bring, 
For he was owned for KING; 
And merrily did ſing. 


The SONG. 
Here in P-ace. and Love we dwell, 
Who'd be Nobles, prithee tell : 
When the Beggars live ſo well. 

n Blyth, very Blyth, very Blyth, let us be, 

Ws GEORGE needs a Million, ſo do not we: 

I Dance, and we'll Sing under the mm, 
Juſt now it's been our Lot, | 
For to pick up a Groat, 

Well put it in the Pot, 5 
n Merry, Merry, very Nur, let us be. 


K 3 ON 
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| he Queen was Cripple, with a broken Leg; 


70 Streams from Heliton: Or, 
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CORINNA 


Rifing from her Bed, and dreſſing to go 
Maſs, upon Aſh-Wedenſday Morning. 


£34 a * 
After the Model of Anacreon. 


Cum Theba cum Troja ſoret cum Caſaris acta 
Inge num movit ſola Corinna meum, 
O VID. EEC. 


Air Coin NA fhe doth riſe, 
Bluſhing like the Morning Skies; 
Her Hair is as the ſtreaming Gold: 
(Half her Charms can ne'er be told) 
All the Stars that's in the Skies, 
shine not like her peirceing Eyes. 
In her Breaſts the Lillie grows, 
In her Cheeks the Summer's Roſe ; 
How her Boſom gently moves, 
Snining with the gloz of Doves: 


Porms on various Subjeiũt. 
fter than the Down of Swans, 
her Arms and her Hands; 
r Cloths doth greater Beauties ſrowed, 
han theſe which makes the Peacock provid. 
, CorinNa's charming Fair! 
archleſ in her Shape and Air; 
was ſuch Beauty that did move, 
iin his Art of Love. 
Woolks like her's made Adam fall; 
Weauty triumphs over all ; 
ich her Brightneſs I'm undone, 
Wile Men gazing on the Sun : 
ruel Beauty haſte away, 
r you'll kill me if you ſtay. 


0 
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Now ſhe looks unto the Glaſs, 
hich doth all her Airs expreſs ; 
am raviſt'd when I View, 
ORINNA multiply'd to Two. 
CORINNA ! hear my Pray'r, 
ou are Good as well as Fair ; 
ake no Patches, they'll do Harm, 
Wry Patch conceals a Charm: 
linor Beauties Patch and Paint, „ 
is becauſe their Colour's faint ; | 

t them counterfeit the Roſe, 

o beguile a gleik of Beaux. 

duder, curle and dy their Hair, 

nd affect a courtly Air; 

ature when ſhe finifl'd you, 


i Art nothing for to do. | vl} 
| 
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Don't employ the cruel . Fan, ' 

Leſs than that hath kill'd a Man; 
It's an Implement of Death, 

When .it cools you with it's Breath, 
As Weſtern Breezes makes the Roſe, | 
All its Sweetneſs to diſcloſe ; | 
So the Fan ſpreads all the Flow'rs, 
In that lovely Face of yours. 

The Fan created firſt my Pain, 
I was Dead, but liv'd again; 


Which your Fingers doth employ, 
Melt the Soul with rapt'rous Joy. 


You can with the ſmalleſt Toy, : 
\ 


T'll another Favour ask, 
Be not cover'd with. a Mask; 
Bleſs the World with your Face, 
And expoſe your ev'ry Grace, 
| Wound and kill each Swain you ſee; 
But reſerve your Heart for me. 


PART II. 


; bf you go to the Temple, Nymph divine, 
They'll every Image burn, and evfry Shrine; 
Each Vot'ry there will only worſhip thine. 
Fair Devoteſs, in heat of boiling Love, 
Thinking you are deſcended from above, 
Low at thy Feet they'll kneel, devoutly bow, 


8 — 
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| 'S with imploring Hymns they'll worſhip you 5, 
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Maria, they'll forget to fing, 
Corinna, thro? the Dome will ring ; 


ey*ll Feaſt upon your Beanty, glorious Sine 
Crime may Damn them, for its breach of Lent. 


0 - © ga 


MD ! had Pope Jean like you, been killing Fair, 

er sex had always fill'd the Papal Chair; 

en ſtricteſt Hug onets had gladly come 

kneel, and kiſs thy lovely Toe at Rome. 

Wect Cherubim, yon prove beyond the Prieſt, 

4 ey lye who plead, that Miracles are ceas'd. 5 
then, fair Vot'ry, to the Dome and Pray, : 
u'll waſh the Guilt of Hereſy away, 

ſanctify this Superſtitious Day, 
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MERRY TALES i 
FOR THE » 
Lang NI HTS of WiNnTEs, 


DIALOGUES wirr the Tink 
larian Doctor and his Grandam, Oc. 


The Taylor cry'd, and ſell unto a Cough, 
And the whole Quire, did bold their Hips and L. 


e in their Mirth, and ſneez and fare, | 
5 * A merryer Hour was never waſted here. 

SHAKSPEAR- | 4 

| | | tel 

The Winter Nights in Merryment and Play, m 

They paſs, to drive the tedious Hours away. 


TINKXLARIAN DOCTOR. 
1 N a Winters Night, My Gran'am ſpinning, 
| To make a Web of good Sor Linen; 
| Ker Stool being plac'd next to the Chimney, 
For ſhe was auld and ſaw right dirly : 
' +. L443 | 
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Lucky Dade, an honeſt Whig, 
telling Tales of Bothwell-Brig ; 
could not miſs to mind th? Attempt. 1 
r he was fitting peeling Hemm. 
Aunt, whom nane dare fay has no Geace, 
is reading on the Pilgrim's Progreſs; 

e meikle Tasker, Davie Dallas, 
s telling Blads of William Mallarr : 
Mirher bad her ſecond Son ſay; 
at he'd by Heart of Die Lad | ©: IT 
r Herd, whom all Folk hates that kava him, 
s buſy hunting in his Boſom, 
| being tir'd with twa Hours ſcratthinggg 
fell at length to quick diſpatching:; 
e Roman [lew ſae mony Greeiens,, 2 
he did of his blood Relations, ENS. 
r did he think it was a Sin, F 
be the Dead of all his Kin e 
Bairns and Oyes were all withinr Dom 197 
youngeſt of us chawing Cyndaxs, WIFI 
| all the auld anes telling Wonders: +0; 
tell you mine, ye nere heard droller, Leer 


- 3 
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meikle worth to be a, Scholar.) 123 120 ; Gs 
I've ſeen you where vou never was, * 1 
And where you nere will be; Nn 
But yet within that very Place, 228 
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GRAN DAM. 
Na, that dings all; but it's a Fiction, 
A pla in and perfect Contradiction; 
You'll ſee me where I nere will be, 

I never hear'd a greater Lie. 


TIN Ek. Docrtok. 
Gran'am look up unto the Glas, 
And there yell ſee your wrinkled Face. 


 GRANDAM. 
I voy I'd rather giv'n ten Dollars, 
_ Before I had nae bred you Scholars, 
I love to hear your ſweet debating, 
With ane Word Scots the other Latine ; 
There's nane of all the Bairn-time ſtupid, 


Their Beards may all wag in the Pulpit, 


Ev'n Sandy if to next Year ſpar'd, 

May be a Chaplain to a Laird. 

But, hear me Wile, ye're the eldeſt, 

T ken ye can a Story tell beſt, 

Wich all your Clergy tell the Wonder, 

F cannot tho! I'm near an hunder, 

Why my Teeth younger than my Tongue, 


Heard as a Stain, or well dry'd Rung, 


Should moulder like an rotten Liver, 
Yet my ſoft Tongue continue clever ? 
Or, why. Shoe-Soals ſo ſoon decay, 

In lef than fix Months quite away, 


* 
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Vet my thin Hide ſhould never wear, 

W Tho daily worn this ninty Year ? 

or, tell me if you ken the Matter, 
nov Alc being thicker far than Water, 


TINEI. DocrtoR. 
WGrandam I'll anſwer all your Wonders, 

| Beginning at the firſt, your Grinders ; 
Muſt not that wear which nere lies ſtill, 
Ay grinding like the Caano-Mzill : 


Ye ken the Clapper is but thin, 

And like your Tongue ay making din, 
Yet it will wear out twenty Mill-Stains, 
Tho they are kend not to be ill Stains: 
As to the ſecond, you'd confider, 


Fhoc-Soals from dead Beaſts they do flae, 
But ye are living, lang be't ſac. 

As to. the laſt, bout Ale and Water, 
le gangs down cauſe you love it better, 


GRAN DAA. 
The laſts the trueſt of the three, 


The ſhame a Word of that's a Lie. 4 


TIN EI. Doctor, 
Brawam I've » anſwer'd all your Queſtion, 
W's a Tale, ane of your beſt one. 


por 1 son vations Subjects. 


hat Beaſts have diff 'rent kind of Leather; ts 


When 1 drink Ale, it gets an eafie downfall, 
nut Water choaks we tho *rwere a ſpoonfull? 


Your juſt a Mill. your Mouths the Happer, | 
Your Teeth the Mill-Stains, Tongue the Clapper; 


: , 
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6 RAN DAM. 

T'll tell you a Tale, in the Days of Cromwell, 

When charles the Firſt from the Throne did tumbl. MW 
I was then about fourten Years and an half old, 

When the Rogues took his Head aff upon a Scaffold: 4 
| We were very ill fad with the Enyliſh Land-Loupa 
—_ And the -haill Connery. was oler-run with Mi | 
=__ Troopers; 
64 I went out upon a Night with my Siſter Jean, 
I mind very well it was on a Valentin's Ev'n, 
Wed been drawing our Valentines, I drew Joha Mag | 
He had a baſe Property *rwas ſcyre Wrang ; 


* 
LARS 


PHF", Red Hair'd. Diſh Bromd, 
| Bl adder Lipped, meikle Mos d. 


J 
We met with my auld Joe Geordie Brown, 


He liv'd when he was living, in th” Overtown, 


His Face was big and fair like a fow Moon; d I 
7 lle had on a Suit with Princeſs Mettal Button, 

His twa Hands was like twa hind Legs of Mutton; _ 

T m ſure. it was nac with eating, he was nae Glutton. * 

His Legs mens*d all the Pariſh at Kirk and Mark, Ute 

He ſaid to me, its bawdy, I had beſt hark it, he 


Lend me your Lug, Giles, and T4l round it in, he y 

Now for your Life Limmer, offer to tell't again: 

But we were cry'd back upon, by my Siſter * 
80 Geordie and we, fell to play at blind Huy. 
Ds Gegrdie gigled and leugh ay, whan I was tan 
4 © py place he gript me be, was ay the Wamgz 


T 4 * - 


* 


| Porms en various Subjalls 29 
Wut the Farmers coming in to birle their :Pladls, 
Wc left the drunken Carles to their awn Cracks, | 
ve went to the Barn-Yard and play'd bogle about 74 1 | 


ble; the Stacks. 

d, hen T was wearied with hiding, and he with daa | 
: Wc ſat down at a Hay-Stack, and fell clo ro the 4 
pen | 


wooing; 
e flaver'd all my Lips, and turn d very uncivil, 
e thruſt up his Hand the length of my Navel, 
gar'd all the Folk hear me, I cry'd out like a B. 
The PI take me, quoth I, blefſing my TIF, ff I be 
your Lown, 
ze tell me, are ye in mows or earneſt Geordie-Bromn 2 
m in earneſt, quo Geordie, it's better nor cratlling, - 
ake nae Noiſe Beffe, it's ay good to be takings 8 
ut out came? my Mither with a Rock in her Boſom, 
he gave him his Paicks and ſoundly did toſt him, 
e took to his Heels, and ſcowr'd thre? the Green, 
d I'll ne'er forget that Valantin's Ev'n. Per 


TIN EI. Docrok = *2 
Sran'am, I'm ay fear'd you've. been an auld Sinner, 
ou love a bawdy Tale, as I do my Dinner; - 2 
Il tell you a Tale ſhould not be forgotten, 1 94 
he Wife Lm ſpeaking of is both dead and rotten, 

he was an honeſt cammeroni an near the Bom- Head. E =s 
e was ſae very afflicted when her Husband was Dead, 124 
"ning and Morning ſhe went to the Gray-Friets : | * 
this be not true, mony anes Liers) | 
happn'd anes as ſhe went there to mourn, - © | 
F firſt me behoy'd for to make her Burn; Ns LEE _— 
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Shs thought her B——ks was touch'd by old Cuff, 


She ran away crying five times or fix, 
Dead or alive ye mind your auld Tricks. 


Out *, Brother, ye ſtain your Profeſſion, - 
- If you ſpeak that way, I'll tell the Seſſion; 
A Story that's bawdy, is not worth a Plack Man, 


Je could not but ken glied Jamie Cunninghame, 
Ahe was travelling, within a Mile of Tuninghame, 4 
He dat down at a Fald- Dyke for to eaſe his Back; 
2Twad burſten our Mare to've carried his Pack, 
As he was riſing to gang ſome Miles farther, 


On the very Spot where his Servants fand him, 
Put up a Stain vich this Memorandum. 
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. hunk' ring down upon the cald G 
A Thiſtle on _ Graye jagged her |, 


Thruſting his Hand up thro? the Turff; 


Mauss. 


Pt tell a, Tale of Jamie the Pack-Man. 


He hitch'd his Pack o'er the left Shoulder, 
The ſwing of the Pack brought him to the Ground” 
And choak'd him Dead; the Laird of the Ground 


£ | - 0 b 
© What eder come of the Pack, 


+ Spend ay the other Plack, 
2 AM ne er your Gear o'ergany you-; 
".— ©» Keep ay your Back light, ur L 
. And your Pack tight, | hac 
"ed hes wil bg er: 
Ty —_— IT 
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5 LITTIIE JaMIe. 

Sran'am give me a pair of new Breicks, 

nd I'll tell you ſomerhings will gar you rive your ; 
| Cheeks : MY 


GRAN DAM. 

effings upon the wi ane, hear how he 8 

y Dear, ye'll not want it, if I ſhould buy them 

F with Straicks, 

LirTis JAMIE. bo 

was auld lang ſyne, in an hamely Conyerſe, 8 
$:0t5-Man bade the King and Court kifs his 4e 


GAAND u. 
iſlear'd Fallow, the meikle D-! ſpeed him, + | 
m ſure the King wad gar hang him, or head him, 
LITTIE Jamie. 2 $5 * 1 


deed he did neither, but thought him a fit Tf 
o be carry d to Court, and made the K 


%\s 
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ey turn all Fools gaes there, Jamie, that's nas Lie, [1M 
ur Laird ſpends his Silver there, ilk a Babies: 

had ance a bra Fortune; it's all gane to Wreks: 
ior London's 2 Place that herrys the Pack) © © 
ae this Day he's not worth five and 4 Plack: 


| "IE | F "he <= 
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8 Streams from Helicon : Or, 
The Lords and Lairds that gae up ſae faſt thither 

Are juſt like the Bairns that forget their auld Mither i 

X And like the Nortbland Folk, that come from. beywi 
4 by „ the Tay, * . 
— | To return back again they ſeldom find the Way: 
They ſay ay our Laird's tan up about State-Afin 
Shame fa that Wark makes ſuch poor Heirs. 


rr; Jamts. 
Tec us who ſtay at hame, ſtudy to be Thriyers, 


' 8 And well turn Lairds, when the Lairds turn DW 
1 = But, Grar'am, let me tell out my bra Sport, 
| How the Man ſpake to the King and his Court; Bi 
21 was King James the Sixth, when he rang twan 
Years M. 
— King of England, he came down with his Peers nc 
To viſit Scotland, where he got his Being, 
The Kings finſyne thinks we're not worth the ſeeing Bur 
King George wad nae come, if it wou'd ſave us fi For 
1 : dying ; Loo 
10 - "_ For theſe Engliſh Cuckolds, who wou'd cut our 
= Gars the honeſt, Man turn his Back on the Sn 
| I love ay that Miniſter, he was an honeſt Gentlem 
"Who ſaid ance in a preaching, the D—l was an Engiſ 
And by the Reaſon he gave, it's very true indeed 
When Scholars raiſe the Dll he has Horns on we B 
Head. nd f 
Wo * to return to my Tale, che King and his Duft t 
1 waſſek, 
| \ Gams en lr th * Gentry, and all his Vaſlab; nd | 


I 
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As he lodg'd 0 on the Road, where they ſauld Brandy 
nd the Ling was ; turn'd kanty with the other Gill, 
EH: aked the Landlord, how lang he'd liv'd there, 
Th. Man anſwer'd, five hundred Years and mair 

I and my Predecefſors, tho? you may think it a baſe Lie 
It's als true as ony thing in the black Book of Paiſly, | 
Do you ken, ſaid the King, wha was your Chief, 4 
He was hang'd, * the Man, on the kind Gallows | 
ö 

Waes me, quo the King, it ſeems he's been a Thief. 
Indeed I'm ſure he was nae that, quo the other, 
But King David gar'd hang baith him and his Brother, : 
hat was the Crimes they died for, ſaid King James, ©: 
May be they were Rebells, what was their Names? 
Indeed anſwer'd the Man, I believe they were nor 
baptiz d 9 

Bur juſt took to themfelyes what Names they pleag'd ; 
For the ſign of the Croſs, us'd then by popiſh Fellows, 
Look'd as if the Bairns were to die on the Gallowts : 
But for the good of Scotland, they gate aft ſare Banes, . | 
he Name of the eldeſt was, praiſe God, Bare Benes IS 


he ſecond Brother's Name, who was a Laird in t 
Morſe, $4 
25, an't pleaſe your Majeſty, kiſs 'my fe, Y [ | 


we Baxes came to be Treaſurer by which he wan Siller, * 
nd for two Years together, kifs my A—e Chancellor; 

but thereafrer Bare Banes was Chr, for he Was a2 
cunning Spark, * 22 


nd kiſs my A- wile = 3-96 Cook; "XY 
F 2 wed / 
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84 Streams from Helicon : Or, 

Yet falling fomeway thereafter under the King's Anger, 

They kend they wad be hang'd, if they ſtaid on 
langer, 


Sae they travell'd in Diſguiſe that they 2 not be 


nd, 


And turn'd baith of them Trencher-Makers to thei 
Lifes end : 


They travell'd with Tinkers and Gypſies, thro' mom 
Mans Ground, 


"Bare Banes made his four nook'd, kiſs my A il 
round, 


4 G RANDAM. 
Ain, heard you e'er a Bairn ſpeak fac in his Age, 
He'll be the Tenklarian all o'er, I ſee by his Viſſage, 


Who is well ken'd to be the prettieſt Man in this Age, 


a — 


pozus on various Subjects. 83 
40600800606 2060600606006 
KNNNAN ANNANANANN&N& 

| 0 


f o 
2 - 
8 of 


1 
Fotham s PARABLE: * 


oe 


OR, THE 


WPARLIAMENTof TREES. 


w_ \ 


AR G UM E 8 


1E Trees went forth on a Time to anoint 4 KING over 
them, and they ſaid unto the Olive-tree, reign thou 1 
us, But the Olive-tree ſaid unto them, Should 1 leave.  \ | 
y Fatneſs, wherewith by me they honour God and Man, and g * | 
be promoted over the Trees? and the Trees ſaid tojthe Fig= - 
2, Come thou and reign over us. But the Fig-tree ſeid uns". + | 2 
them, Should I for ſake my Sweetneſs and my good Bui ang +» 
to be promote4 over the Trees? Then'ſaid the Trees unto the | © 
ine, Come thou and reign over us, And the Vine ſaid mo . 
m, Should I leave my Wine, which cheareth God and , 
g to be promoted over the Trees? Then ſaid all the Trees 4 
the Bramble, Come thou, and reign over us. _ And the” 
ndle ſaid unto the Trees, If in Truth ye anoint ie over 
E 3 vn, 
e 


*. me 
— 


> * 3 df a 
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86 Streams from Helicon: O,, 
vou, then come, and put your Truſt in my Shadow : And if n. 
ter Fire come out of the Bramble, and devour the Cedars « 
$$44$0049$$++$+44+444+ 


ON ample Plains where copious Tyber glides, 


Waſhing with Amber Streams the ſhaggy Sides 
Of ſeven proud Mountains, whoſe aſpiring Heads, N 
Frown with Diſdain upon the lowly Meads. C 
IN Days of Yore, as ancient Bards do ſing, h 
Trees met in Parliament to chuſe a KING, þ 
Hereditary Right they quite forgot, * 

It ſeems, of Lethes Streams they drunk a Pot: 
„Tis true, the Torry Trees gave no Conſent, Pr 
But damn'd them for a Whiggiſh Parliament. 1 
| 5 

Tur Peerage of the Wood do firſt conveen, 
The Od, the Poplar, and the lofty Pine; * 
The Aſb, the Elm, the Beech, and Fir, are ſent, 3 
To repreſent the Shires in Parliament, * 
The Hazel, Willow, and the Bramble Brood, 

Compear as honeſt Burghers of rhe Wood ; FR 
Some luſty Cedars came from SoPmon's Porch, 2 
In pious: Zeal to repreſent the Church, bk 
But were returnd unto the Lord of Hoſtay 10 8 
(The clegy moſt not graſp at civil Poſts.) * 
Th States conveen'd, did with one Voice declare, | P 
That Frelates ſhould attend their paſt'ral Care, ( Ups 


And: fit young Levites tor the Houſe of Prayer. 
Shy : * k 
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Member ſaid, Condemn them to their Cell, 
een turn deaf with Aaron's jangling Bells: 
ey ought to mind the Flock, and not the Fleece, 
ve like the Chaplains of the PRINCE of PEACE, 
nding their Days in Penitence and Prayer, | 
ll in their Eye the penitential Tear. 


Made by «Apollo Maſter of the Quill ) 

as choſen Speaker for his matchleſs Skill, 
hey authoriz'd a Laurel ro be Scribe, 

ho was deſcended from a learned Tribe : 
lowly Cyprus, known to be a Saint, 

as th' Els Chaplaia to the Parliament, 


= A Pm which long grew on Parnaſſus Hill, 8 ü 


Prayers ſaid, Rolls call'd, a venerable Beech, 


Judgment ſtrong, and eloquent in Speech, 

ov'd that four Members might not have a Vote, 

he firſt was Knave, the ſecond was a St ; 

he third a Rebell, and the fourth was worſe, 

n Atheiſt, who had never got Remorſe : 

he Facts were proven, they with Shame ſent Home, 

dur honeſt Tees elected in their Room. 1 Y 

o keep, ſud he, from a Tyranick Throne, 

t's firſt declare ours an elective Crown, 

tus be in a magna Charts fix'd, 

ſo Safety where the Governments not mix'd : 

he King's Prerogetive muſt not devour 

he Subjects Properties, but theſe ſecure ; 8 

jor muſt we ſtreach our Arms to graſp the Regal 
When 


TY * w * — 
* 
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88 Streams from Helicon : Ox, 
When weak or witked Princes rule a State; 
Slavery and Chains becomes the Subjects Fate. 
You know we had a Monarch while he ſtood, 
Wrote all our Laws in Characters of Blood : 
Then chuſe a Tree well vers'd in Forreſt Laws, 
Hath Strength and Courage to ſupport our Cauſe; 
Who knows the Inſtitutions of the Wood, 

Better indeed he be of Royal Blood: 

Who'll keep the Coronation Oath he takes, 
Boldly defend us from th' inyading Ax, 


The Legiſlative Power in Senate met, 


1 15 After long Sitting, and a cool Debate, 
SE” Preferr'd an olive- tree to rule the State, 


Who flouriſt'd in the fertile Plains of Gaſhen; 
An Ew is ſent to tell him his Promotion, 

Who went with Swiftneſs to the Olive- tree, 
With courtly Air, thus told the grand Decree. 


«© Moſt noble Or IV of illuſtrious Race, 

„ The Marks of ſow'reign Power ſhine in thy Fact, 
The high Convention of Eſtates this Day, 

„ Make you an Offer of imperial Sway: 


cc Know great State Pilot, I the Tidings bring, 


© The Parliament hath choſen you their K 1 N. 


\ 


© Our ancient Records being ſearch'd, "ewas found 
„ Their was a Time when all the World was drown'h 
« The Trees were all deſtroyed by a Flood, 


. Only a fingle Ship of Gophar Wood 


4 & Dane 
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s Danc'd on the Waves, and plow*d#the liquid Deep, 
wo's Boſom did ſome living Creatures keep ; 

Wcav'n's Fountains guſhing down, did ſwell the Sea“ 
ore the Top Branches of the talleſt Trees. »* 
4 nyelopt in a dreary Gloom the Sun, 

i ith Eyes agaſt, his daily Circuit run; 

; ynthia ſeem'd from her pale Dominion torn, 

o more the Woods beheld her creſcent Horn. 

WBow'd down with Torrents, Trees fell in the Ditch, 
Deſtruction run ſwift as a Lapland Witch 
Loud as the Winds, the weary Sailcrs rore, 
Hopeleſs to find an hoſpitable Shore : 
For th' Earth was ſunk with the exceſhve Potion, 
And all the Trees lay bury'd in the Ocgan. 
The poor belated founder?d Skiffs ſent 2 « 
The Dove to ſee, if all the Earth was loſt, 

If they ſhould always ſail, and never find a Coaſt. 
A tedious Centry, and an Half of Day, 
he Flood prevail'd, ſo our great Prophet ſays, 

When Heav'n caus'd it to aſwage again, 
, And with his Finger, bottled up the Rain : 
los'd all th* o'erflowing Cellars of the Deep; 
Norder'd the Sea her former Rounds to keep, 
Again, the toiling Seamen ſend a Spy, 
The faithful Dye, who to the Woods did fly; 
4 Return'd with Tidings that the Earth was dry. 
rat Lee, litt up their Heads with verne! Green, 
| Lo, in his Mouth an Olive Branch was ſeem. 
* An aged Oak, who reads the Book of Fate, 


Did the range Story to the States relate, 
* | . From 


go' Streams from Helicon: Or, 
« Prom which they did infer you ſhould be Kine 
* And we ſhould yet enjoy an Olive Reign. 


* Aſcend with princely Steps a higher Ground, 


« O then, ſweet O L I v x, quit thy rural Mound 
* And be the Monarch o'er the Forreſt crown'd ! 


To him, with frowning Looks, the Olive ſpoke, | 
& Go, Myrmidon, to ſome aſpiring Oak, 
& Bred in the Knacks of King-Craft from his Youth, 
* Who's Sinewy Arms protects the under Groyth: 
& Strong Bond, and fit for toilſom War is he, 
* But, what am I, a ſimple puny Tree. 
c In my paternal Acres ſafe I dwell, ; 


« [ laugh at Courts, I hate them worſe than Hell, 
« 1 never ſaw a Court, nor never ſhall. 


« And trade to foreign Climates with my Oil; 

cc Pye all that Heart can wiſh I flouriſli without Toil' 
* The middle State is ſurely beſt, 

&« This Truth, the Trees who're wiſe, do all atteſt. 
& Tempeſtuous Winds the lofty Cedars cruſh, 

ce Ey'ry rude Foot treads down the Bramble Buſh : 
* But I'm above Contempt, below Envy; 

«& In this ſweet State I've liv'd, in this I'll dy. 
© Then tempt me not to leave this happy Land, 
« For Crowns and Scepters, and a wide Command, 
My Father told me, who was wiſe and good, ; 


« Here I am pamper'd in my native Soil, 


* *Tis dang'rous to be born of Royal Blood, 
Moe Thorns are in the Crown, than in the Word, 
x "wa 
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o to the Senate, you're their ſervile Slave, 

\ Paraſite, a young pregmatick Knave; 

ell them their Choice is wrong, theyꝰre craſy grown, 
wou'd not give a Shilling for their Crown. 

od's pity him ordain'd to reign by Fate, 

He rules a giddy and a factious State; 

Poor,tho? he's Rich; and Wretched,tho? he's Great. 


h Ambaſſador reply*d, * O Country Clown, 
Do you deſpiſe the Glories of a Crown, 
Unthinking Wretch, you're a wild Olive ſure ; 
Baſe born, of Baſtard Kind, unfit for Power : 
May Lightnings blaſt thee, on thy barren Ground, 
Henceforth may never Fruit on thee be found. 
May Canker-Worms ſuck and corrupt thy Blood, 
And thou unfed thy (elf, be Vermin's Food : 

May Fairies hold their Synods round thy Trunk, 
And Night Hs ride upon thee when they're drunk. 
O may the Heav'n's Plague you till ye dy, 

With raging North Winds, and a lowring Sky; 
Witches with griſley Cheeks, and rueful old, 
Within thy hollow Trunk, their dark Cabals hall 
hold, 


* 


He to the Sinate went, and told the News, | 
The cine did tlie Government refuſe. <= 


Ti Eftates demurr'd a while, at laſt they wht 


FiG which with perpetual Flagrance grows 
Raweb's Vale, and fair as Sharon's Roſe, 8 
Thither 


* 
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- Fhe--Apricock obeys the high Command, 


& Fair Robe, and next to Innocence the beſt ; 
* On thy ſweet Fruit ſtill roll'd their feaſted Eyes 


% A nobler Spirit doth your Breaſt inſpire. 


1 


2 


Thither an Apricock is Envoy ſent, 
To bear the Tidings from the Parliament ; 


And takes his Journey to a foreign Land: 
There he arriv'd, and did the F1 G approach, 
And thus harrangu'd him on his graffie Couch, 


Illuſtrious F 1 o, who's verdant Boughs did hide 
The new made Adam, and his charming Bride, 
& Declining from their Pomp, and in their Ebb of 

| 4 Pride. 


* They with thy ſalutif rous Leaves were dreſod, 


© They call'd the beſt of unprohibit Trees: 

& On thy green Boughs there's a perpetual Spring, 
“There, ſings the warbling Quires of ev'ry Wing, 5 
Who, with their joyful Notes, proclaim thee King, 
& Woods, Rocks, and Mountains, with thy Praiſes ring, 
& And Trees in Senate met have chos'n you King: 

* Know, I one of the loyal Britiſh Trees, 

& Am hither ſent to ſpread the glad'ning News, 


OUS BB SHA OSU WPW,HYDCHSG A > PF .Yv 


* Of Solitude are you not. weary grown, 
& O taſte the Pleaſures of a Court and Throne: 
& I'll wait upon your Levee o'er the Seas, 
& Sec you anointed King, to rule the Trees. 
Let grovling Shrubs ſtick in their native Mire, 
Rot on the moary Dale, and ne'er look higher; 5 


«© You 


- 
* 


is & 
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You know the Top of Glory is a Crown, 
And this high Honour you can call your own. 
Fi6 repli'd, © I know not State Affairs; 
(Sound ſleeps the Tree that's void of humane Cares, 
Shall I forſake my happy tranquil Life, 
To be a Father to the Sons of Strife? 
Venture upon the boiſt'rous faithleſs Seas, 
To be anointed King, and rule the Trees ? 
No, no, I'll keep within-my native Bounds, 

I would not give a Fig for forty Crowns. 
Go to the ſacred Nurſery, APRICOCK 
There get a Twig, ſprung from an ancient Stock, 
: Tranſplant the Royal Plant beyond the Seas, 
You may. ingraft upon it what you pleaſe, 
But left he languiſh with the change of Air, 
(For I have hear'd of ſome bad Gard'ners there,) 
Don't prune too ſoon, nor pluck the ripening Fruit; 
Or if you lop the Branthes, ſpare the Root, 
So, farewell Sir, I give your Senate Thanks, 
Perpetual flagrance dwell upon their Banks ; 
Wiſe be their Choice, aſſiſt them mighty Jove, 
To chooſe, a Tree may bleſs the Woods and Grove, 


* My Hopes, the Envoy ſaid, were ſwelling big, 

Was eter ſuch Honour offer'dtoa FIT? 

He ſtar'd and ſtorm'd, and ſpoke with boiling 
Paffion, 

* will we find a Monerch to our Nation? 

{ think that Kings are out of faſhion. 

{Senate went, and told the Story: 


The Fg Von have your Diadem and Glory. 
5. | - | 


7 


94 Streams from Helltön: Or, 


GC A Membrr mod that they ſhould chuſe the 
VINE. 


Hes nobly- hers, ſaid he, of Blood divine; } 
« "Twill well become him on the Throne to ſhine, . 7 
This Overture did all the Senate pleaſe, 1 
By Law a VINE's declar'd King o're the Tec, 7 
A Pear is ſent to tell him he'll be crown'd, T 
And to invite him from his lower Ground : « Þ 
Proud of his Poſt, the Pear addreſs'd the Vine, 
(His Arguments were ſtrong, his langauge Fane :) : 
From the ſweet -Tree cœleſtial Liquor flows, " K 
„The . pond*rous Grapes bend low thy laugtigf 8 
S | Boughs ; FM 
„Each Pore of you pours out a purple Flood *A 
< Of dear Refreſhments, and immortal Food, = 
Which -ſpreads new Life through every dying Hear; * g. 
« Vigour' and Joy, thy precious Juice impart. * 
« Thou art a healing Tree, of ſovereign Power, L. 
All Nations, all Religions thee adore : P. 
Thy Blood's a ſovereign Balſom when we're Sick, Sh 
Gives Life new Strings, and makes the Wee tu 1 
quick ; 0 
« Makes 4 Pulſes beat with lmbens Flame, * Pri 
«* It wanders thro? the Veins to bleſs the vital Strang is 
* In 
* Embrace imperial Robes, aſcend a Throne, ' Le 
© The Parliement on vou have fix'd the Crown, KF 5 


* Reign o'er” the Trees, and ſcatrer Bleffings down- 
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« Bleſt will the Subjects be in this Realm, 

When Bacchus, noble Bacebus, ſteers the Helm; 
© Triumphant Joy will reign through all the Plains, 
And chearful Blood will circ'late thro? our Veins ; 

© Poets will write thy Life in Dythriambick Strains : 
„ 'Twill be a joyful Reign as efer was ſeen, 

Trees will be ever glad, and ever green, 

Come then blyth Bacchus, be anointed King, 
« Rule o'er the Trees, and happy be thy Reign, 


„ The ViNE made anſwer, with an awful Frown, 
„ Know, I dcſpiſe your poor precarious Crown; 
* Shall I forſake my Luxury and Eaſe, 
„ My Trade by Land, my Traffick on the Seas, 
And go and be promoted o'er the Tees? 

„When I'm grown Rich, and Indolent, and Old, 
garter my luſcious Eaſe for Crown of Gold; 
* Wou'd not my Happineſs be very cheaply fold : 
„Lay all your rich, Regalia at my Root, Ws 
pale will they look beſide my ſmiling Fruit: 

Shall I my ſweet Eſtate, exchange. for woe 2 
em King of Comrads let me ſtill be fo. 

O State Tree ! leave me to my native Eaſe, 

* Preſent my humble Service to the Trees ; 

Tell chem Em Loyal to the Common-wealth, 
la generous Wine I daily drink their Health. 
Let them elect a PRINCE that's Great and Good, 
(O may he be a Blefling to the Wood z) | 
I love him while I live, and ſerve him with 
my Blood, 


I 


41 


Streams from Helicon : 0, 
Th* Ambaſſador repli'd, 

* T'll cauſe arraign you for a horrid Crime, 
* You've made a thouſand Rebells in your Time: 
„ *T'was you, and only you, Cutſe on you for't, 
„Who kill'd our King, and baniſht all his Court, 
* Your curſed Grapes deſtroy'd the Natious Health, 
* And introduc'd a helliſh Common-wealth ; 


O drunken Rebell ! thy ſeditious Pate, 
& Plots all the Factions, which imbroil the State, 


96 


He to the Senate went, and* told the Thing: 


* The ſaucy VINE refuſes to be KING. At 
Surpriz'd was ev'ry Member of the States; Fo 
After ſome warm and paſſionate Debates, Or 
An Indian CiTRON, Glory of the Grove, Na 
Spoke Words which ſhew'd he was inſpir'd by Jove, 15 
« Hear me, ye worthy Patriots of the Trees, | 
© Our Country may be happy if we pleaſe : 3 
« We look too high to find a Royal Line, * Th 
« T have a Claim by Birth-Right, ſays the Vine, 
cc You can't elect me I'm of Race divine. The 
© The Fig and Olive are ſo Potent grown, 1 
« They think by Conqueſt to aſcend the Throne: Bleſs 
« Let's chuſe a BRAMBLE, in plain Dealing bred, 4 4 
« He'll be a Foe to Pridc; a Friend to Trade. 0 5 
t 
« The Heralds of the Wood do all declart ; = 
« The Shrub's as ancient as the Cedars are, "v4 
& No Matter if a King be ſhort or long, 


* It's Law that makes him terrible and ſtrong. * 


9 
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he Speech prevail'd, the Vores alternate ring, 

The BxAMBLE, the brave Bremble ſhall be King, 

o this new King a Pom'granate is ſent, 

To tell the Statute of the Parliament: | 

e went, and as he went was heard to ſay, 

k I hate the Office, yet I muſt obey : | 

But if the BRAMBLE ſhould refuſe to Reign, _ 
I don't know how the D—I will be King. » 
e kneel'd before the BEAMBLE when he ſpoke, | 

He bore his high Commiſſion in his. Look.) i 


ilch 


* The Aſhes of our King are now interr'd. 
And you, to the high Office aro preferr®d 2: 
For to be bury'd, Curſe (the. Br amble ſays) 
On ſuch damn'd Laws, to cut a Subjects Days. 
No, no, replies the honeſt Pom granate, 
You're call'd to wear the Crown, to rule the 
State, 
* The Little PRAMB LE ſhall be very great. | 
| That's Right, quoth the BRAMBLE, I'm to hold 


e. 


the Reins, a 
The Giant with long Arms did fright the Plains ; 
They'll all be Cafe when the Dwarf BRAMBTLER's Kingy 
e: ed be the Tree that doth the Tidings bring. 
4 need an Aſſeſſor, know Pom'granate, 
That you ſhall be my Secretar of State; 
O "twill be humbling to the Cedar Tree, 1 
It will disjoint his Back to bow to me. | 
O what.a Weight is on my Shoulders laid, 
. Honours to the BRAMBLE will be paid, 
Tis G « The 


28 Streams from Helicon : Or, 
c The BR AMBLE's Fame will fly beyond the sen : 
« Roth Poles ſhall hear the BxaMBLE rules the Try 
ce The Royal Oak my Edicts will fulfill, 
« Jl order all che Wood by my own ſow'reign Wil: 
& Exalted on the Throne Pll proudly fit, 

« Trampling upon the Cedars with my Feet, 

« know the Rebells of the Woods will hope, 

« The Government will fink with ſuch a Prop; 

« No, my devouring Sword ſhall make them ble 

« My Fury ſtamp them down, my Wrath hall ft 

them dead. 

K Go Pow? panne, ſwift as the Lightning move; 

« Acquaint each Hill and Plain, and Wood and Gre 

c That I'm the kingly Regent on the Throne, 

&« And theſe who do th' Authority diſown, 

& My Arms ſhall ſhake, until they totter down, 

* My Wrath inflam'd, ſhall plague the ſcoffing Crey, 

c The diſobedicat Trees ſhall either burn or boy, 

Thro' thorny Roads with Spirits tir'd and faint, 

The Pom'granate back to the Senate went; 

Who told the auguſt Court what he had done, 

„ My Lords, the BR AM BIE doth embrace the Thrat 

His Government already is begun. 

Nay, I'm convinc'd, before the ſetting Sun, 

& (For Magazines of Plagues are in his Blood,) 

«* His raging Fire will burn half the Wood, 

« Wild ane unwholſome as the Root, will all 
Branches be, 

« How can we hope for living Fruit from ſuch 
deadly Tres. 


Doss en various Sub je. ogg * 
en: e San mourn'd when this fad News was told, 
y order'd that his Power ſhould be controubd, 
iſe Limitations cruſh'd his proud Intent. 
wa or all our Safety in a Polin, 
o brought in an Overture for Ceſi, | 
ch paſs'd, and they prorogu'd to e=mNeyermat; 


The End of the foft Parr: 
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Written in the firſt Language 
* 
SOLOMON King f ISRAEL, 
The inſpir'd MAN UENSIS of the 


Holy Gnosr, 


july acknowledged by the Cuvxen ..- 


Gop under both DISPENSATIONS to 
be a PoxrIoN of the ſacred Canon, 


=" . 


Divine Paſtoral Poem, 


Procul o procul eſte prop hani. 5 ; 
Ov. 

At latis pia turba animis ſua gaudia plauſu, 
Teſt abitur — : I 


( Bucu. 
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Unto the Right Honourable, Wes 

A N D 2 
VirTuoOUs LAaAPY (H 
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ouNTEsS of Hannon 
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M 4 D A mg 

——————— T's the Dignity nd 

So (=o — 2 Excellency of out Na- 
1 / ture, that 1 it is capable ot. 

of holding omg" '. 


Mes 15 mighty Maker; 1 4 
t feaſting on the Sweets be, | 
Q — of Fellowſhip with ; 
* God the Father, and 1 
is Son Jeſus Chriſt: In the Enjoyment a 
and Fruition of whom, conſiſts our Hap-. - 4 7 
Fuels here, ond hereafter. The pleaſar 
Sen | 


*. 
1 P 


— 2 


* 


| Senſations which ariſes in the Soul of: 


ries of Chriſt, Aſſurance of an Intereſt in 


the World: They have a Joy which the 


Believer, upon Faith's View and Diſcore- 


his Love and Favour, and being intitul 
unto all the big Bleſſings, the rich Mercies 
of the New and well ordered Covenatt, 
the Prelibations and Foretaſtes of Joy, 
which is a Cordial beſtow'd upon then 
in the weary Wilderneſs ; doth intinitly and 
unexpreſſibly ſurpaſs all muddy Delights of 


wicked wanton World intermeddle not Wiki 
with. Theſe Souls who have taſted the WT! 
Sweetneſs of Heaven, find no reliſh in the Non 
Fatneſs of the Earth: They are vn WV: 
ſometimes ſatisfied to looſe off from Wup 
this Shoar, when they ſee the Banks of 2 in 
better Land, that's conſtantly green with WW N. 
Glory. The Flowers of this World ta- to 

- niſh when they ſee Sharon's Roſe ; ern E. 
the King in his Beauty: They who've WW wp 
taſted the Streams of Heaven, in the Way MW ©) 

do it, long to drink at the Fountain Head. or 
Thos was it with that holy Man Mr. Wt 
'* Rutherford, who cryed often, Why is bit la 
Chariot ſo long in coming? Why tarrie i 3 
the H/heels of his Chariot? Pain would I un 
have the King ſhaking the Tree of Life pu x 


me ;- letting me in to the Well of Life with 7 
TINO | | 0 


4 
CY 


14 Diſh, that I may be drunken with the Foun 
tin, O if I were at the yonder End of ] 
eak Deſires, then ſhould I be where Chriſt my 

Lord aud Lover lives and veigns, and be e. 
ernally ſolaced with the Light of his Face, 
ind ſatisfied with the ſurpaſſing Sweetneſs of 
is matchleſs Love. Woe be to him that. 
preferreth all the World, to one Hours Com- 
munion with God, ſaid that devout Noble- 
man, the Marqueſs of Vico. The Light of 
the Lord in the Face of Chriſt Jeſus, 
ſhines, all created Glory unto Blackneſs. 
The Dew of Heaven which deſcends up- 
on the believing Soul, makes all the Worlds 
Waters turn brakiſh, They who doat 
upon and adore this World, and hug it 
in their Arms, think they enjoy 'a beloved 
Rachel; but when their Eyes are open'd, 
to behold the Prince of the Kings of the 
Earth, and the blooming Beauty of the 
upper Houſe, will find, twas a blear'd 
ey d Leah, But Oh, what Tongue of Man 
or Angel, can utter the rapt rous Blgſs*of 
thoſe who reſt in the Boſom of God; who 
lay their Head and Soul in Feſus's Boſom, ' 
a Bed ſoft and delicious, perfum'd with 


uncreated Glory; whom Chriſt circles in 


his glorious Arms, and Kiſſes with the 
Kiſſes of his Mouth; who are roll'd in a 


| o ſoft 


"ey * 4 7 
4 

* 
% 


ſoft Bed of his Embraces, and have for thei 


* 

Pillow and Covering, Arms of everlaſting e 

Love; whoſe left Hand is under their Head He 

whoſe right Hand doth embrace then, iſto; 

Song ii. 6. To a carnal ſenſual World % 

1 this myſtick Theology, is unintelligib Wiſe, 
argon and Cant: But, it is not, I hope, . 
| ſo to you, Madam; who are looking tor No. 
the ſecond Appearance of our Lord um {Wot 


Judgment; when he ſhall perfect Believers, 


put an end to Faith and Prayer, gather his la 

diſperſed Ele&, and ſhovel Time and Days, W's 
and Qrdinances out of the Way, and carry Wi 

:. 


"ih his People to Heaven with him ; where 
5 they ſhall have uninterrupted Communion 
= with him, thro' the never ending Ages of 
Eternity, and drink in eternal Outlettings 
of Love and Glory, from the living, un- 
=  exhauſtible Fountain; and without Intet- 
| ruption, ly everlaſtingly in the warm Bo- 
xx ſom of their dear Redeemer : Where there is 
no Clouds of Deſertion, where they ſhall 
feed on divine Love, and be clothed with 
Robes. of Righteouſneſs and Innocence, 
and be filled with the Fulneſs of God, i" 
the Fulneſs of Light and Love, and eu. 
have durable Riches and Pleaſures for e- 
ver more. Madam, When I had finiſh WW”? 
ed this Paraphraſe on the ſacred Son, 


O 


a 
Ire 
er 
or 


” 4 d F 


was ſoon derermin'd to let it paſs unto 
e World, (if you allow'd ) under the 


2d ſhelter of your i#uſtrous Name: It ſeem d 
en, Proper, ro dedicate Solomon's Hymn, to 
mon 's virtuous Woman: And ſuch. you 


re, for all the Characters he deſcribes her 
y, are to be found eminently in you. The 
rophane Niblers at the Canticles, who 
ould have us believe twas intended for 
n Epithalamium on Pharoah's Daughter's 


eth 

his arriage with King Solomon, had been 
ys, W's culpable, had they made Solomon s 
ry Wharateriſticks of the virtuous Wife in the 


ii, Chap. of the Provenbi, a Propheſie of 


ion Mon: For you open your Mouth with Wife 
of en; and in your Tongue is the Lau Kind- 
ngs . Verſ. 26. Tour Children riſe up and 
un- you Bleſſed; your Husband alſo, and he 


Bo- WPireets, when he ſitteth among the Elders, © 
» is er. 23. This can't be cenſur'd as Flatterj: 
all Nor your very Enemies, if ſo much Virtue | 8 


Ce, ares praiſe you in " Gates; that 
od, eu loo well to the Ways of your Houſhold, 
nd our Converſation demonſtrates, that you 


e- vor only virtuous, but devout; 
l eon, notwithſtanding of your Ri 


fe 


ajſes jou. Verſ. 28. He is known on the © 


have any, muſt acknowledge, that 


and Grandeur, 4 not in this World. Pi 
Xii. ult. , . 7 


Mapa, 

I. have not the, Honour to be know 
to you, nor can I aſſert you to be Vi 
tuous and Holy, upon my own Kn 

| ledge; but it's ſo univerſally confirm 
 *twere next to Infidelity to disbelieye | 
Tf it be otherwiſe, I may ſay in al 
Blood, what the Pſalmiſt David ſpoke i 
Paſſion, AZ Men are Eyers. 

May it pleaſe your Honour to ſhine upa 
this rude Performance, which hath not th 
Embelliſhments of Poetry, for the Arg 

# ments ſake which is grave and ſerious 
_ containing the Vitals, of Religion, tix 
140 Abridgment of Chriſtianity, the Pith an 
Quinteſſence of an exerciſed Sou!'s Cal 
whilſt Militant : And, hath been the Sul 
jeg of the pious Labours of the mal 
1 * eminent Saints. If this and the Poems d 
_ Chriſt's Love, and the Reſurrection, 2 
= tain the Honour of being eſteem d by yo 
uſeful and pious Meditations, I'll recka 

it a ſufficient Reward of my Labours. Ti 
reſt are calculate for your Diverlid 
That God may bleſs you, in your Fi! 
fon, Family, and Relations, and 4 
tainuay} 


Pl ainually hide 


ak 


and defend you, and make 


on 2 Veſſel unto Honour, prepar'd 


ito every 


Work, is the Prayer 
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PREFACE 
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TH O' profane atheiftical Mus, 
have, made bold to vidicule this 
lofty. Anthem of the Church, 
as a carnal Epithalamium on 
King Solomon, and the Shula- 


impious Aſertion has no Fund 
tion; being ſupported neither by 


[0s tbe Adverſaries who deny its Divinity, are tos 


o theſe two, The amoyous Metaphors, - with which 
its dramatick Poem is vai d, and tits not mentioning 


HOST : Theſe Arouments ave ſo tri ng, th re 
1 overturn'd > The, of profane Safer, 25% fog 
"ot quite devour d wth Vice and Guilt, and hath not 


aner ed and fied all the Notions of Senſe avd 


ſon, 
kk 


=, 
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nfite's Nuptials, their Audaciuus 


Reaſon nor Authority. The week 
ele and impotent tg ſtand the Teſt ? They aye reducible 5 


te Name, of GoD, FATAEA, SoN, or HOLY 


nme 


w 


2 


1 ae 
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h 
. is The PREFACE. 
„., muſt "wage this holy Book, —_— 
ws. of Academy of Compliments. Mill the { 
havangue his Corinna with & umilies, | 
el from. the Stable? I have compared the, 
- Love, ts a Company of Horſes in Pharai 
Chariots, ; yet this Similitude applied to the myſt 
| 7 a, the — of * is _ 7 2 
orſts, eſpecially a 225 59 fineſt, la 
Strength and Boldſs — wich gow and Brist 
break through Squadrons in the Bay of Battle, al 
trample upon the Necks. of the armed Enemy : $1 d 
the Spouſe who, is _— as We Sun, clear as the Man 
. and terrible as in with Banners. The Churbf 
_ God,” and every. Believer, in all the Periods of the Hl 
have, been en with Enemies, and have fond 
their own Experience our bleſſed Lord's Saying t 
Treue, In the World you ſhall have Tribulation 


but = for bt tbeir Way tbro the Enemies, in th 


Strength of Chrift ; and <vere neber in a 1 
 #eyvible to rbeir Foes, than, when humblerl uon thi 
Du den rn, Preces & Lachryme. 


N. ber Exception wats the e * 
cable aud fily : God 715 nam d in the Bt 
. "Jad lden, in Ser mes yet Were they ned 
as uncanonical be Jewiſh Charth, | 

avbom 2 Oracle of God wwert ned ; or Eniſe 

profane Niblers at holy Writ, in any 4% 
5M * 12 2 is falſe in Fall: No Book rant 
in ſacred Scrifture, makes ſo much mention of the i 
eau ankind, as the Sung; touched ewith Nam 
4 vamatich Writing, The Church dith wage” 
2 - Lord Chriſt the awful r iy 

0 


5 Battles ; Lord of Hoſts : [Es 
. be . Love: Yet in I 
7p meu de rank Blaſphimy, clic 4% any or het i 


s 
- 
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The PREFACE i 

be Lord of Glory. She ſpeaks to him -familiarly, 
wing attained to  cloſs and . ſecret . Communion. and 
elowſbip with bim; She was brought unto the 
1nqueting- Houſe, and a Banner of | Love. was | 
lac d over her. Therefore-in 4 bol) Guſh ſbe breaks 
1th, Stay me with Flaggons, comfort me with 
Apples; for I am ſick of Love. The 80 u , 4s 
be learned My. Colling's well obſerves, is vox 
onſz, vox volentis, vox cupientis, flagrantiſſi - 
um cordis affectum. She parts for nearer Degrees 
Communion with her lovely Lord Jeſus, in Words 
bich can ſcarcely be explain'd ; Ser me 28 a Seal 
pon thy Heart, as a Seal upon thine Arm, c. 
bow paſſionately doth ſhe long for the Manifeſtations of 
vift's ſpecial and diftinguiſhing Love, which ſhe fitly 
4 by * which are amoris & reconcilia- 
onis ſymbola, as in the Beginning of the _ 
Let him kiſs me with the 1 de ow 3 
t thy Love is better than Wine. There is ſe 
þ ſpiritual Matter couched under this Metaphor, 
thought my Time and Pains well beftow'd in ur 
g the following Commentary upon it, EA 


ne bebold thy reconciled Face, 

ſo my Soul with Influtnte of Grate ; 

av nigh dear Lord, wouchſafe a kind Embrace, 

thy bleſi'd Month, comfort me while I live, Sg 

angry Words, but peaceful Kiſſes give : 

ou on me, O God, who ſeek thy Face, wales. 

ung, comforting, and confirming Gracy,''" \ 

rant of all revealed Tb. 

0 I receive ny Knowledge from thy MAI 
. * 


1 


% *< 
db * 


ir. The PREFACE. 
| I vain, O Lord, thy pious Paſtors preach, 
( Man's Vdice ho further than the Zar doth reach ) 


Unleſs thy Spirit powerfully me teach. 
The Shinings of thy Face is what I crave, 
O conie, let me a long Love Viſit have : 


O manifeſt-thy ſelf to me, ſweet Lord, 
Some ſignal Favours to my Soul afford. 
Thy common Favours can't my Fears remove, 


O give ſome ſpecial Tokens of thy Love. 


See how the raviſh'd Syouſe ber Lord admives, 
"Tis Fellowſbip with Feſus ſhe deſires 
What ere wwe love, wwe long for to poſſeſs, 


, "Tis that will pleaſe the Soul; and nothing leſs 


Th ambitious longs to propogate his Fame, 


Cuts vain Applanſe ; and ftruggles for a Nane. 


The Worldling longs and toils for gilded Duft; 
The Wanton longs to ſatisfie bis Luft + 
The Hypocrite ſeeks Gifts, the Saint ſeeks Grace ; 


Lung for the Shinings of their Saviour's Face. 


Mercies which evidence God's ſpecial Care, 
Is ftill the Burthen of their fervent Prayer : 

It is not Pomy and Riches they deſtre, 

Not glittering Gold ; but Grace do they require. 
They ſcorn the Honours of this earthly Ball; 


on, Kiſs ſrom Chriſt's fair Mowh excels then all 


The PREFACE »» 
Vis Kiſſes makes the dying Sinner whole ; | * 
22 healing Balſoms to a wound Soul. 
F+ A ne all theo to whom a Kiſs is given ; 
| be Soul that's kiſs'd on Eavth is crown'd in Heaven. 


Ftrangers to God, no manly Pleaſures knoe ; : 


But tech d in dregy dull Delights below : 

er a Loves Streams, which from a Saviour flow. 

at though the Gluttoy furniſh out a Feaſt, 

ith ev'ry Creature which was Noah's Gueſt ; 

Ind let it be with richeſt Wine enjoy'd, 

T be Pleaſures gone aſſoom s the Stomach's ed. 

To Sa:nts alone a real Feaſt is giv'n, '- 

ho's Sins ave pardon'd by the God of Heav's + 

0 Souls diſdain the Earth and ſoar above, 

, Hearts are ffll'd;, and fir'd with divine Love. 

hriſt doth comfort Believers with @ Ki; 

Fouls out of Chrift are wnacquaint with this 5 

briſt's Paydon's often ſealed with a Kiſs, 

Ile certain Pledge of everlaſting Bliſs. 

Ind when aſſur d, they're pardon'd all their Sins, 

Tie Law Works paſt,. and Goſpel Peace begins ; .=- 

| bey enjoy the Shinings of a Saviour's Face, — | 
{ feel the bleſs'd Effe#s and Riches of bis Grace. 1 

et, boly Souls, acquaint with Chriſt can tell, > 

is Kiſs e bis Love doth Wine excel, 
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vi. The PREFACE. 
There is ſurely no Portion of the Oracles of God, ul 
fo 2 > and 1965 diſplays the ſurpaſſing Beau i 


Amiableneſs, the in ite Love, and tranſcendent 
cell 4 Medigotr as this. How. unimitall 
* #hat Deſcription of ber Loyd, in Anſwer to the Cu 
/ © on of the * of Jernlalem, W hat is thy! 
loved more than another beloved? My Betordj 
white and ruddy, the Chief among Ten thouſay, 
His Head is as the moſt fine Gold; his Locks u 
buſhy, and black as a Raven; his Eyes are b. 
Eyes of Doves by the Rivers of Waters, waſh 
with Milk, and fitly ſet ; his Cheeks are as ak 
of Spices, as ſweet Flowers; his Lips like Lille 
dropping ſweet. ſmelling Myrrh ; his Hands are: 
| Gold-rings ſet with the ry „ his Belly is as bright 

Ivory overlaid with Sap 


| ires ; his Legs ated 
Pillars of Marble ſet upon Sockets of fine Gold; 
his Countenance is as Lebanon, excellent as tit 


Cedars ; his Mouth is moſt ſweet ; yea he is alt | 
gether lovely. The richeſt Thoughts of Pindat an 
Milton, compared with theſe, are funeſt and ii * 


They are matchleſs maſſy Metaphors, bold Flight 
Poetry; 9 the Ken of humane Fa 
and leave us in Stupor and Admiration. 


| * This Book is a ſacred Bundle of Songs, exatly 
2 cribing the militant Saints in all their Soul Exercſt 


Sometimes the Believer's wrefling with a Heart of | 
' bolief, as in Chap. v. Verſe z. | 


© But my diceitful Heart was ftrongly.bolt with Su, 
I hug'd my Idel Lufts, and would not les bi in | 


| | ; r FY * / 
ulis the Spouſe crlef from the + is 
en; ſbe is under . Ba 7 Ges Le, E. | 


"4 


The P RE F ACE. Vii. " 
is 4 Diſeaſe incident to the Blood Royal : Ma 
ious Souls creep to Heaven with the Tear in thev © 
the whole Way, and never got it wiped off, tilt 
win wit hin the Marches of the new Land of Gloy; 
Feſus feed them, and lead them, unto living Foun- 

ns of Waters, and wipe away all Tears from. their 
es for evenmore. It was the Hidings of God's Face - 
& Herekiah ſay, Iſa. xxxviii. 15. I ſhall go ſoftly 
my Years in the Bitterneſs of my Soul. This 
the Spouſes Caſe and Complaint in the third Chapter. 


ſought, and O tis bard to miſs bim there; 
The God of Jacob in the Houſe of Prayer. 
tho the Night of Deſertion be dark and melancholly | 
kindles up unto a bright Day : Sorrow may endure 
a Night ; but, Joy cometh in the Moraing- 0 
ur it was with the Spouſe : We find ber basking - 
the Beams of a veconciled God; ſbe is taken unte 
Chambers of ſpecial Preſence ; hath Anſwers of 
er, and. Viſions of Peace; as in the firſt Chap. 
erſe, which will admit of this Parapbraſe. | 


Glory to the King, who's Favour I bave ſought : 
ee bis Face, I'm to his Chambers brought. 
at Dignity be doth on me beſtow, 

te bis Love, my Spices ſeveetly flow : 

ſecret Fellowſvip, and cloſt Communion know. 

m privileged to be Jeſus Gueſt, 

al the Pleaſures of Religion taſte : 

ly mouynful Ditties chang'd to Songs of Foy, 

" doth ny Tongue, and all my Soul employ. 


My Fears evainſy'd, all my Sorrows fed; 

\ Bleſs him my Soul, and in bis Courts be glad; 
Where he has plac d Love's Banner o'er thy Mad. 
The Scene is alter'd, what a Changg is this ; 
She is embrac'd, who only ask d a Kiſs ; 


| 


Friend and Favourite of Heaven, 
The World admires the Man, to him they Homage po, 
Promoted by the little Kings of Clay, © 
vſe Grandeur brings Uneafineſs and Pain; 
* mortal Breath can blow bim down again. ** 
| But oh ! the Spouſe in this exalted State, w 
Hath Peace and Foy, that's durable and great. 


The unvrenewed Soul knows wothing of the Low f , 
Chrift ; they fd no Pleaſure nor Satisfattion is Or-. 
nances: Chrift and his Worſbip unto them, are 15 

2d ſapleſt, 5 and 25 tafteleſs as the 

of an Eeg. "Tis oy Afoniſbment and Wonder, whit 
the Loyd's P Jr _ in Ordinances, whid 
— 


makes them ſo them, that they # 
wot ſtay awa them ; they are 5 with th 
| Dangbters of Jeruſalem, Wie; is thy Beloved more 


than anothet beloved ! Ever the Lord's thofen Ont, 
who have the Root of the Matter in them, bave mo Jy 
er Delight in Ordinances, when the God r. . [ as 
abfents, The Ordinances then ave, Tike CH“ e 
Grave Cl:thts, when be bad ' aviſen + from the Dead ; th 


ehen Kare Diſciples fend no Moon in then 


"1 


briſt was not in them. But ob ! when Chriſt tou 


„ Behold me, behold me, ehex be makes them 


” with Marrow and Fatneſs. The Pſalmif s Wiſh 
comes theirs; On Thing have I defired of the Lord, 


ife I may dwell inthe Houſe of the Lord, to be- 
old the Beauty of the Lord, and enquire in his 
Temple 5 | ws 


I am fo far from thinking I baus attained to 2 
Cnowledge of the Myſteries couched under the Vail of 
| — in this ſacred Book, cubich is ſealed to Many, 
bat I muſt ſpeak in the Language of boy Bernard; Hic 
panis cœleſtis quis vero frangit non equidem mihi 
ſud temere arrogand um fic expeſtis a me, ut non 
xpectus, nam & ego unus ſum de exp 
Lam fure, I hade taken it in an 
rreeable to the MR of ſound Proteſtam Commen- 
ators, If thoſe of the Epiſcopal Communzjon be offended 
pith * eu 4 3" — 25 

h, Verſe 2. 0 


J Teeth are comeſy] Parity doth ſhow, 

one flarts teo bigh, and none doth ſbrink too low, 
u o'ertoping Tooth thy Peace moleft, 

vs are they ranked, none Prelates o'er the . 


nd the other Arie 7 5 the _ < 
arch ? And ſure a perfet# Symetry is the and 
of the Teeth, 


. 4 
* 
5 


The PREFACE. . i. Wl 
, rite a love Lask 70 bis People, through the Las- 
＋ — when be draws by the Curtain, and 
l in bis Houſe, of Prayer; then are their Souls ſatiate_ 


nd that will I ſeek after; that all the Days of m 


ntibus. 
hodo x Senſe, | 


[ put wpon the Spouſes Teeth, Chapter 


| Uato . 


eee 5 


Unto the learn'd and pious 


Paraphraſer of the Cantic 


AND 5 
Author of the following ſacred Compoſur 


1 heavenly Bard, deſpiſing earthly Things, 
The Nuptials of the Royal Bridegroom fis: 

Thy. Soul with eager Flight doth ſoar above, 
hib warbling forth Believers Songs of Love, 
Thy Breaſt is warm'd with « ſeraphick Fire, 
Chanting 'theſe Notes which heavenly Thoughts inſpire 
Theſe precious Trethe, which Saints of God do know, 
In melting Numbers from thy Month doth flow, 
" the! Winked Men loath the ambrofiat Feed, 
And mock the Saintr, the Men of Royal Blood 1 
Buleſque their Sever and their ſolemn Prayer, 
And jolt the meagre Many turw'd lean with boly Cott 
Think 07,4% endrs when Helineſt begins, 
Api they've divere'd from foy who leave thelr Siu 
Pls fooliſh Fancy, FMleafure br wot lofty 
% 7 like joying in the Holy Gb 

Jae ave wot ſorry aud fullen all their D, 
Bur e with inward Joy their Voices raiſe 3 
And loudly echo forth their dear Redoemer's ' Pratt 


"is true, when Sin prevails theyre ſad, 
n the kind Father frowns, can loving r | Y 
Senſe of Pardon from 4 God ere long, | 3 BEE J 
and gives new Matter of à Se 22 WM 


Zion's bright Bard, Love doth thy Pen * | 


ritual Love, that Love which cannot cloy 3 

ww Ditties gives, and chearful Songs of Joy. 

% Tranſlator of the ſacred Page, 

don ſurely felt the Prophet holy Rage; 

don't ſtop here, great Poet, let us ſee, 
Oradles of God all paraphras'd by thee, 


fi 


= 


PrxzsoNs R Arn 670 


doved or Bridegroom, 
hou or Bride, 
other 


other's Children, 
atchmen or Friends, 


Daughters of Jeraſalem 
we Virgina, 5 
ittle Siſter, 


* 


CHORUS rIDELIVNC CO) 3 
Not ſuch a Song as charms the Rar alops,, web} 1 
nd Joy is vanihd when the Muſic ks gond l * 
Not ſuch at helghtens Pleaſure at th Wing. 
" Heaven born Souls to loy , Del 5 N 


Tun is a Song of Love, a divine, | 
8 Y — 0 N 


a 


br i Fer ot eh 
993 
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- he | 
Bridegroom, Bride. 
=. 55 1 . 0. 
| Q a7, 1. Þ R OLOGUE. - _ 
| Þ Jn8vs And of Lords, and King of King! 1 
> wi Song of Songs inſpired Sol'mon fas. | 


5 BRIDE. * 
Jasps give my Lips a melting Kiſs, hi 

” Twill be a pledge of Love, and endleſi Bab 
The Kiſſes of thy Lips gives Joy divine, 
ho 
kn 


Thy Love is ſweeter to my. Taſte than Wine. 
| How ſweet a Flavour doth thy Ointments yield, | 
Then « odorif vous like a balmy. Field; | 


8 2 


Mi 


* 
1 
" 


Vials full of Odours is thy Name, 


w j x Virgin Soul dwells on the«lovely 'Theme; 


Flame. 
w mc, O draw me, after thee well go; 
b a 0n Bad's Mountains dn the Roc, 


ow to his royal Gall'ries I repair, EY 
e King of Loye and Glory leads me there ; 
r Hearts do burn when to his Courts we taove, | 


\ eee, 
7 1 ſuch amazing Loye be Oer forgot: — 2 x 
e upright Saints have a perpetual Feaſt, ) / 2 


de richeſt Wine jejune and taſtleſ grow, = 
ompar'd with Love, which in our ne, a 


0 , Daughters, Grarchy is my Skin, 


e Leden Tents, the Sun hath ſcorth'd my Face, 
et am I glorious with the Rays of Grace... 

he coſtly Arras from a Tien Lom  _ 
hich doth adorn the King of {rael's Room, As 
e Curtains which his downy Bed doth grace... 
An lively Figure as my Face: 

bo Black, let me not be deſpi'd by you, 


know Pm jeſted by 4 fefa . . © 


PQ} 
94 


AJ 


Por us os various Subjeffi. . nog: 


ich this bleſt Viſion every Pulſe beats Love. 5 


rift's Love doth warm the conſecrated Breaks 1 42 | 


d with the ugly Leprofie of Sin; 5 ve 1 
er there's the brighteſt Figures in my Face, he 15 
he Characters of eyangelick, Grace. W N 
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WM 100 Streams from Helfcon: Or, 
W Aliens, but my boſom Priends were = 


Who "gainſt me in thatp Perſecution roſs ; 


„ - My Mother's Children, were my keeneſt Foes, E 
"Thoſe blood Relations falſely did agree, p 
That 1 the Keeper of the Vineyard be; N 
I by their impious Hands was drag'd away, B 
To toil and drudge, and laviſhly obey; 8 
Ah l. I yas fooliſh, faithful ro my Truſt, . B 
To manage theirs, 1 left my own undreſs'd, A 
Tell me my Love, tell me my Soul's Delight, f 
Where reſts thy Flock at Noon, where fold at Night; l 
O © my fair Guardian 1. lead me to the Shade, p: 
ö r g 
; „RID EGRO ON. 
F you, 0 faireſt amongſt Women kind, | 
„Have not the Art my little Flock to find; ; 


Follow the Footſteps of the wandring Train, 

And let your tender Kids with them remain: 
My Paſtors ſhall with wholeſome Herbage feed 
Tour Blocks, and chem thro' ev'ry Danger lead. 


To Steeds which Pharoah's Chariots ſwiftly move, Cc 
For Strength and Beauty I've compar'd my Love: Sp 
Thy Checks adorn'd with Jewels my Heart doth hold, Fo 
Thy at Neck ſhines brighe with Chains of Gold. Ti 


A IA 1 D k. 
"Borders of pureſt flaming Gold vill we 
Wu Studs of Silver offer ugto thee. 


a * & 
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Meinl. 1 We CMC TIA ma 
Pore on various Suefts, 


Wall at his Table fire dy $aviduy hg 
Enthron'd in Majeſty : The blooming Spring 
Decked with all its Tapaſtries baſto ss 
No ſuch comforting smells, as from my Spiknard flows. 
Bundles of new pluck'd Myrrb moſt ſaw'ry are, 
But my dear Lord's perfumes excells them fan, 
6 Burning with Love Ill fly to his ſweet Arms, 4 
And faint beneath the overpowering. Charmas Ta 
Autumnal ſmells of fair Engedy's: Eields, 75 wt A 
Which choiceſt Camphyre in abundance yields, 92 
Is no ſuch Cordial; no, it cannot . | 
As is my dear Beloved unto. me. 


t; 


*r A999 
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Love can't be Silent, I muſt own youre Fairy, 4 | || 

There's none on Earth who; can with you compare; © © 
Behold thou'rt Fair! much of thy tro rg A 

In thy meek, modeſt, lovely Denn 225. 


BRIDE. * 
O my Beloved's Match was never ſeen! 
Come, and Solace upon this Bed of Green: * _ 
Spread o'er my Head a Canopy,” of Love, © > 
L For thou'rt the Grace, yea Glory of the Grob; . I 
Thy preſence makes the Shade to, look like Kedes 
Its Raſters are of Fir, its Beams Ars ce "IM 


* bang frm wen. Or, 
eee KL 


DIALOGUE II. 


 --  BRIDEGROOM. 
1 Am the Soul refreſhing Saron's Roſe, 

The Lille which in Sint Valley grows; 

* As *onfft 4 bum of Thorns and prickling Brier, 
IA ſpreading pale fac'd Lilke doth appear, 
$0 *mongft the Daughters looks my Well-beloy', 


As 7 D625 
| — As in benen Wood, the Apple Tree, 
Deck'd with its gaudy Bloſſoms, ſo is he 
Amongſt the Sons of Men; with Joy I choſe 
© Viider his Iaſting Shadow to repoſe, 
And whilt his luſcious Fruit did bleſs my Taft, 
I ſat with Raptures at the kingly Feaſt. 
At length, conducted by the mighty Juve, 
VUnto the Houſe of Banqueting we move ; ( 
O there his Banner over me was Love. 
Stay me with Flaggonr, let the Apples prove 
Comforting to me for l'm fick of Love: 
e . ae ainy 


When willing, tho“ unable to bear up, 
-His right Hand, which the longing Soul doth 
- Suſtains me clofs at Conſolations Cup. zon's 


* 


9 
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* on various Subjebts. 0% 
charge you, O Jeruſelem's Daughtets, ou. > wir 
ye would laſting Fellow ſhip maintain; "4%. bak  / : | 
my Enjoyments ye would always taſte, | % 49 

be exceed ing tender of your Gueſt. rug 7 
charge you by tlie Kids and tender teh, ] 
or who would be ſo cruel unto thoſe, 
to diſturb them of their ſoft Repoſe, 11 
ou don't preſume to interrupt his Eaſe, 5 
r wake my ſleeping Lord until he pleaſe: | 
o the cceleſtial Melody give ear, th 
or this is my Beloved's Voice I hear. | 3 
bold him skiping on the Mountains high, 
aping o'er Hills ſwift as the Eagles fly: 
Saints behold him, by Experience know, - 

e' lovely as the 'Harr, or little am'rous Re. 
vr tho* my draught of clofſs Communion's gong 
nd I thy dead deſerted Caſe bemoan, + 

et from behind the Wall my Lord till looketh on. 
ind are the Blinks he from the Window gives, 
e Love Epiſtles writes, and mine receive: z 
or tho' his vaſt Diſcoveries be remov'd, ' © 7; 
le thro? the Lattiſe tells I'm Kill below. | 
les reconciPd again, doth ſweetly ſay, 8 9 
iſe up my Love, my fair one come avay; * wn 
or lo the Winter of Defertion'i a.,. 8 2 


wad. 


ans of Afflictions are dry'd up at 1 . 
nd I return to you with eager haſte. 
G flow'rs of Grace within thy Soul doth ſp 
's keautious Birds their chearfull Notes do fing 3 


ve. " Sitinins 5 PR nenn r or, 
The charming Voice of the dear Ter” heard, 
And ev'ry rawnous Bird hath diſappear'd. - 

My Vineyard; my Delight, my Joy, my Care, 
For all the Plants of Grace are nouriſh'd there) 
- ks Fair and Fertile," O I love it well, 
The chearing Vines ſend forth 'a fragrant Smell; 


Fach little Grub the Planters Livty wears, 


Loaden with Fruit the thriving Fig appears; 
All cheſe invite me, III no" longer ſtay, 
Ru up my Love, my fair, one come aon. 


BRIDEGROOM 1 

My Dove, why dot thou hide thy ſelf. from me 
And to the Clifts of Rocks for Shelter flic ? 
De not diſcburag'd, for I've heard thy Prayer 
Cent from the ſecret Places of the Stair, ; 
hen Fear and Unbelief had tane you there, 
Unvail:'thae- bluſhing Face which I do love, 
O let me hear thy Voice, "twill ſurcly move; 


Pu pour upon thee ſoft'ning ſhow'rs of Grace? 


Sweet is thy Voice and comely is thy Face. 


The little Foxes catch, let them be lain; 
For they deſtroy the Stragglers of the Plain, 
Oerturn ill rooted Fines, and theſe deſtroy ; 


And ev'ry tender Grape and Herb annoy : 
teh them, and kill them, whilft they're very 0 


onee they ripen unto Age they're ſtronge, 
Wie them my n been +. rt? wo Tong 


„ WW ac FyT. 


BRIDE 
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Po 2 118 on various Subjetts | 


| RIDE. © 134 
Tho? no freſh Gales, no gentle Breezes blow, 
No Dew diſtills, no Streams the Banks oferflow, 

My Unions ſolid ; I'll rejoyce in this, | 
That my Beloved's mine, and I am his 
Can he be abſent long, who loves ſo well, 
It's in his Garden he delights to dwell ; 
I's there he prunes his Boughs, and ſows his Seed, 
I:'s mongſt the Zillies he delights ro Feed. 
Untit the dawning of the bleſsful Day, 7 
nt ſable Train of Shadows fly away, ; 
nd Saints, broke through the Cage, aloft hall fly, 
nd meet and mingle with tlie Saints om high, 
D vith-thy kind Embraces viſit mec, 2 
'm weary to be ſeparate from the: dt 04 
wift as the nimble Hart on be goes, + l 
vift as on Bethar's. Mountains op the Rab, 1.0% ©} 
o ſwifily my Beloved, come to me, n 
et me enjoy ſweet Fellowſhip with the. 2 
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DIALOGUE II. 
Bride, Bridegroom. 


BRIDE, | 

n Nights black Mantle hath the Skies o'erſpread 

Loves anxious Fears diſturb me on my Bed; 
The Object of my. Love I ever mind, 
In vain 1 ſeek him whom I cannot find: 
Awake my Soul, ſhake of the Chains of * 
No longer Converſe with Corruption keep; 
Combat the. ferceſt Luſt, my Lord to pleaſe, 
O do not dally with a carnal Eaſe. 
- PI riſe, and round the City Streets I'll rove, 
I'll ally forth to meet the God of Love: 
Ew'ry broad Way, and ſecret Corner trace, 
Seek him in ew'ry Ordinance of Grace; 5 
Pl ne*er give o'er till I behold his Face. 


I ſought, and O its ſad to miſs him there, 
The God of Jacob in the Houſe of Prayer, 


* © But could not find him on my bended knees, bo 
Wich bleeding Heart I offer Sacrifice. 2 charg 


T fought him in the Fellowſhip of Saints, hoſe 


I ſought kim whilſt my Eyes in Tears was devon 
**s 


/ A et. 


bk ' Aa 4 * : * 


PormMs on various Subjects. tog 
But lo he's Deaff to all my loud Complaints, 

I ſought him, but he was not to be found. 

At length I'm by the careful Watchmen found, 

Who with unwearied Zeal perform the painful round z 
To whom I cry, ye Pilots of the blind, 

Direct my wand'ring Steps, my Love to find 1 

) ſaw ye him, my kind Inſtructors, tell, 

hom my deſerted Soul doth love fo well; 

ell me when my Beloved's hid from you, 

What Methods do you take, what Courſe purſue. 
left theſe Paſtors but a little Space, | 
hen I had full Diſcoveries of his Face; 

reſh Smiles ſpeaks Peace, his gentle Looks do move; 
I have found him whom my Soul doth love. 


ich rapt'rous Joy, which none but Saints do wy . 
claſp'd him, and I cannot let him 807 


GI 


ed; 


no my Mother's Houſe, the Houſe of God, 

o th? inmoſt Chambers of her bleſwd abode : - 
or 1 remember'd whilſt I ſucl'd the Comb, 
he hungry Siſters of my Native Home, 


ut faint with Famine in the Wilderneſs. 
charge you, O Jeruſalem's Daughters then, 

hat you ſweet Fellowſhip with him maintain : t. 

my Enjoy ments you would always taſte | 
de exceeding tender of your Gueſt. I 
charge you by the tender Xids and Ros, „ 
hoſe Keepers dont diſturb their ſoft Repoſe, 
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til T bring him home ü * n | 


ho do not taſte the vaſt, the wond'rous Bleſs, .. | : | 
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110 Streams im Helicon+ or, 
O let not Sin and a polluted Heart 
Awaken my Love, and force him to depart, 


BRIDEGROOM. 

Who's this with dazling Splender blinds the Ey 
In whoſe fair Face ſuch: Charms, ſuch Love I ſpy; 
Who's this array'd in rich embroider'd Dreſs, 
Come flaming from the ſtormy Wilderneſs,” 
As ſmoaky Pillars from the Incenſe riſe, 
So on the Wings of Love ſhe from the Deſart n 
Perfum'd with Myrrb, ſmells like the flow'ry Spring WW 
With odours, and with Incenſe meets her Kirg: m 
With Pouders choice, of which the Merchant boaſt, hen 
She's richly freighted for Immanual's Coaſts. 


| >-KRIDL 

O from my borrow'd Beauty turn thine Eyes, 
I fec a Sun with uncreated Rays; 
Behold King Solomon with Glory ſpread, 
Behold him leaning on his IWry Bed; 
Where Saints with holy Fellowſhip are fed. 
A Guard of ſixty Warriours rails the Place, 
Strong valiant 1ſ-@lites, made bold by Grace; 
Not naked Sentinels, fam'd Sons of War, 
Who from the holy Spot, unholy Souls debar. 
Expert in War by long Experience grown, 
They fight with Valour for a heavenly Crown: 
The ſlaughtering Sword hangs cloſely at their Thy 
They nobly fight and conquer th* Enemy: 
With Armour cloth'd, ſtill ready for the Fight, 
They fear no Foc, nor Terrours through the Ny 
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8 
Por us on various Suefts, 
Chariots made by great King Solomon, 
fiteſt Wood, the Wood of Lebanon : 

ch is his matchleſs Love, O Saints behold, 
Pillars Silver, and its Bottom Gold : 

ith purple Coverings adorn'd above, 

he midſt is pav'd, for Zion's ſake, with Love. 
Zon's Daughters, with a cheerful ſound 

uſh forth; behold King Solomon is crown'd; 
hat Crown he wears, that Scepter he doth ſway, 

5s Mother gave him on his nuptial Day: 

memorable Day for Joy and Mirth, | * 
hen he rejoyc'd in Heart, and bleſt the Earth. 
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DIALOGUE IV. 


Bridegroom, Bride. 


BRIDEGROOM. 


EHOLD, my Love, behold my SouPs Delight, | 
Thou'rt fair, thou'rt fair, Lm raviſſbd with thy 


ot \ Sight! | 
Ne modeſt Eyes vaibd with thy Looks, do ſhew 
© chaſt 1; 
| like Doves, and like the Turtle true. 15 
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112 Streams um Helicon : Or, 
4s pleaſant 'tis from neighbouring Vales to viey, B 

The Flocks of browfing Goats on Gilead's Brow, 

Drink Nature's Cup, and fip the Morning's Dew: 

So pleaſant tis, my Love, for to behold T 


Thy ſhining Hair, like Rays of burning Gold ; C 
This Ornament thy Puritie diſcovers, 4 


Kindles Defirg, and gains thee many Lovers, 
When the lewd World thy Hair and Teeth do viey, 
They'll praiſe thy Beauty, fall in Love with you : 
They will believe thy Entertainment good, 
When ſuch white Teeth do chaw the heav'nly Food, 
Thy Teeth a comely Parity do ſhow, 
None tart too high, nor any ſhrink too low: 
No proud o'ertoping Tooth thy peace moleſt, 
Even are they rank*d, none Prelates o'er the reſt. 


Thy Teeth doth repreſent 
The new ficec'd Sheep disburdened of tHeir Wool, 


That's ncatly ſhorn and waſh'd in H:ſhbon's Pool: 
In all the Flock no unprolifick Womb, 

Which Twins bring forth, and bleeting lead them Home 
"Thy amiable Lips with Charms do move, 

When thou unfolds the Myſteries of Love ; 

Thy Mouth breaths Bleſſings, from thy Lips * 


(Thy coral Lips fine as the Scarlet Threed) 
streams of pure Nectar, hungry Souls to feed. 
Within thy Locks, like pom'granates appears 
_ Thy Temples, which a beauteous Luſtre wears, 
As David's Tower ſtrikes Terror from afar ; 
8 \ Where thouſand Bucklerz are, and Shields of War 


- 


* 


2 * 
* þ * 


Po EMS on various Subjetts, 113 
f vn ſo, that ſtrong conſpicuous Rock, thy Neck, _ 
: chall thee from all thy Enemies protect. 

To thee the Saints with Joy and Pleaſure go, 
To them thy Breaſts like ripen'd Cluſters flow; 
Oercome with Joy, they at thy Breaſts do ly, 
With Fondneſs ſuck, but cannot ſuck them dry. 
0! did a ſenſual World but know their Feaſt, - 
They'd long for thee, and wiſh to be thy Gueſt ; 
Cares thy Breaſts, and loath their darling Sins: 
Thy Breaſts are like two tender Roes that's Twins. 
From thy warm Breaſts refreſhing Streams proceed, 
They're like the Roes which *mongſt the Lilies feed. 
My Spouſe, whilſt thou art militant below, | 8 


v, 


F 


Thy Life will always checker'd be with Woe; 
Communion's Tide will ebb, and Storms will blow. cy 
ut, O my Spouſe ! ev'n in the Deſart fing, ' 
our abſent, not divorced, from your King : ' 
/ntil the nuptial Morn ſtrike up its Light, a 
d ſcatter all the Shadows of the Night; = 
Til I have brought thee to the Courts above, 
here we ſhall- conſummate our endleſs Love: 
Til I with Sound of Trump, ſhall call thee up, 
To drink for ever at Communion's Cup; 

into the Mount of Myrrb and Spices fly, HT 
Ya to Mount Zion's lofty Hill on high. =. 
0 follow me, my ſpotleſs Love prepare ; i 14 
or thou art mine, and altogether fair. N 
come my Spouſe from Lebanon with me, 
thou the wicked wanton World wouldſt flee; | | 
limb to Amana's Top and Shenir's Hill, 2 | 
Hermon's' dewy Head, thence gaze your fill: 
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4 — rw & Helicon: Or, 
Let me, and nothing elſe, poſſes thy Heart: 
From Hills of Leopards, Lions Dens depart : 

My Siſter, fince thou firſt didſt glance at me, 
My Heart's been always raviſhed with thee, 
"Twas one half Look of Love from thee I ſaw, 
*Twas one Chain of thy Neck did ſtrongly dray 
My Heart to thee : I cannot but approve 
Of thee, for thou art fair, and great's thy Love. 
How far doth thy pure Love the Wine excell, 
No Ointments ſqueez'd hath ſuch a perfum'd Smell; 
Thy burning Love to me is ſuch a Feaſt, 

J Love*c oe the Spices of the Eaſt, 


My SPOUSE, 
From thy — Lips which hungry Souls doth fil, 


Perpetual Props of Honey does diſtill; 

And canaan's Bleſſings glide beneath thy Tongue: 
Ev'n Milk and Honey to refreſh thy young. 
Thy perfum'd Garments drooping Souls revives, 
And nobler Smells breathes forth than Zeb'non gives, 
When gentle Zephyres fan the new blown Leaves. 
But as bold Hands can never reach a Cup, 
From Fountains that are ſeal'd, or Springs ſhut up; 
Juſt fo, with my fair Spouſe, 

No Stragglers with her Streams comforted be, 
But all her Currents flow with rapid Force to me. 
Thy blooming Plants a fruitful Soil declare, 
They grow with vigor in a wholeſome Air; 

My Grace convey'd to thee, makes all thy Plants 


look fair. 
They'n 


ne. 
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They're like an Orchard thicketed with Trees, 
Where various Kinds ſalute th* enamour'd Eyes; 
There Campbire Pon granates and <Aloes grow, 
Seff/on, Myrrb, calamus and Aloes flow; 
And Incenſe Trees, and chiefeſt Spices bloom, 
Which fan'd with Gales ſend forth a rich perfume: 
Thy Orchard's Plants all others far excell, 
Your Orchard's water'd with Salvations Well. 
Thy Gardens full of Fountains, never dry ; 
Which doth thy Plants with vital Strength ſupply ;*" 
Thro' it the Streams of living Waters go, 
It doth from Leb non ſpring, thy Banks o'erflow. 


| BRIDE. 

Awake, O North Wind, O thou South Wind blow 
Cool Gales upon my Spiccs, and they'll flow; 
I'll my Beloved in his Garden meet, 

There we'll Solace, and pleaſant Fruit we'll eat. 
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 Bridegroom, Bride, Daughters of Jeu. 
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7 ama fervent Wiſhes darted up by thee, ” 
My Siſter, O my Spouſe, prevaibd with me; Wk y 

And lo, to my fair Garden I am come, dy « \ 


I find it Fertile, and the fragrant Flow'rs 

My Preſence ſhall refreſh with heav'nly Showers, 
The Honey-Comb wrought by laborious Bees, 

Honey and Wine refined on the Lees; 


Wine ming with the Milk ; I've eat and drunk of 
theſe. 


Theſe noble Dainties do my Table grace, 

Around the Banquet you my Friends VI! place. 

Zat O beloved Friends, and thankful prove; 

Lo here's your King, and here's your Feaſt of Love. 

O drink, and on your Sovereign's Kindneſs think; 
© my beloved Friends, it's I that bid you drink. 


BRIDE. 
Rock'd in the Cradle of tempeſtuous Cares 


I fleept, and Satan ſow'd my Field with Tares; 


| 
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I drunk the Opi.ates of the World's Eaſe, | . 

And ftreight, ah me! I'm lull'd a fleep with theſe : 

Yet, when theſe downy Slumbers ſhut mine Eyes, 

My Heart's awake, I hear the Bridgroom's Cries, 

Sweet are the Invitations of my Lord, 

He knocks and cries, my Siſter, O my Love, 

& Open to me my undefiled Dove. 

„ Shall I not wake thee with my am'rous Songs, 

po I not preſs my Suit, forget my Wrongs : 

« Whilſt Night doth thy Horrizon overſpread, 

Thine Eyes are ſhut thou'rt Freatch'd upon ti Bed; 

« Eyn then I woo and Love harrangues do male, 

Repeat my Calls, and no Refuſal take. 

l break thro' Midnight Shades and Storms * you, 

« My Locks are wet (whilſt I my - Love purſue) 

Wich th' evn'ing Drops, my Head. with: morning 
Dew. ? 

But my deceitful Heart was ſtrongly bolt with Sin, 

I hug'd my Idols, would not let him in. 

My flaming Love was turn'd to Embers now, 

No Corner of my Heart to him allow. 


Impetuous Billows of Corguption riſe, 


emptation's Voice dath drown my Savyiour's Cries. 


| yield to Luſts I formerly abhor'd, 


reach rouſſy. frame Excuſes to my Lord : 

Ve waſh'd my Feet, to fit me for my Reſt, 
Y viſit Cloths are off, I am undreſs'd. 

Love was filent then, and ſpoke no more, 
ut by a ſecret Hol! his Hand thruſt thro* the Door: 
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He by his ſovereign undiſcovered Ways, 
Freſh Gales of Grace to my dead Soul conveys, 


He ſaw the Poſture of my Sin-fick Soul, 0 
And fir'd my dead Heart with an Altar Coal. Who 
Quickly I riſe, for I can fleep no more, Doth 
To introduce my Lover from the Door; Can 
My Hands drop Myrrh, when to my Love I go Wha! 
Sweet ſmelling* Myrrh my Fingers overflow, Can 
Upon the Handles of the Lock they drop, Why 

When I did open to my Joy and Hope How 


I openꝭd wide my Heart to him: Bat he, 
To ſhew his Anger, had withdrawn from me. 

__ My vile Ungratitude now I bewail, 

' I faint with Anguiſh, and my Soul doth fail: 
I offer Vows, but He no Vows would haye: 
Loudly I cry'd, and he no Anſwer gave: 

All Means I try, and try them all in vain, 

He frowns and flies, and wont return again. 
The Watchmen, who directed me before, 

And gave me healing Balſoms for my Sore, 

, Prove bad Comforters ; they increaſe my Smart, 
And ſmite and wound me to the very Heart. 
The Keepers of the Walls no Cure affords; 
I'm kill'd and not comforted with their Words; 
They tell what I'm unwilling to confeſs, 
Unvail me to expoſe my Nakedneſt. 

@ Daughters of Jeruſ'lem, if you find 

My Dear, my Well-beloy'd, bid him be kind : 

O tell him that I dwine and pine with Love, 


I * you that my Suit to him you move. 
DAUGH- 
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O thou the faireſt among Womenleind, | 41 | 
Who is this Well-beloy*d you long to find? '- +1 
Doth he ſo far excell whom we do Love? . 
Can you in him peculiar Beauties prove ? 

What is your Well-beloy*d you long to ſee ? 

Can he ſurpaſs all others, who is he? + 

Why charge you us, this Lover for to find? _ 
How can he be ſo good, yet ſo unkind? 


a4 
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What do you ask ? what Ignorance is thn ? | 1 

0 you enquire what my Beloycd is? . oy i; 

es white and ruddy, fair beyond Belief, « i 

mongſt Ten thouſand Beauties he's the Chief, gras. 

His Beauties fingular, it can't be told, | | 1 

is Head ſhines brighter than the pureſt Gold; 

he Church's Head, whom all with Love behold, 

s buſhy Locks of Hair, the Church Net, 

Is thick and long, and like the Raven Jet, 

lis Eyes, which quickly thro? the World roves, 

re pure and gentle, like the Eyes of Doves. 

i Doves Eyes waſl'd in Streams of Milk do look, 

Vil'ſt they on ſunny Bank fit beeking by the Brook, 

That's full of ſprightly Vigor fitly ſer, 

parkling with Fire; and of a lovely jet: —_ 

d look theſe Eyes of his, theſe lovely Eyes, | | | 
which a thouſand Charms and Beauty lies. 
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14. op'ning Flowers look in their vernal Als; 
And Beds of Spice, which gay Enamel wears ; [ 

So looks his Cheeks, when he to me appears, 

Hu Lips, like Lillies ſhaking with the Dew, 
Dropt with ſweet ſmelling Myrrh, his Love to icy, 
As Gold Rings ſet with Peryl is his Hands, 
Which Wonders works, and all the World command; 
Than Gold Rings ſet with Beryl far more bright; 0 
When they're diſplay'd, they dazle humane Sight; 
Confound his Foes, and teach his Friends to fight, 1 
His Belly, whence the Church doth draw her Aid, 
Like Iv'ry bright, with Saphires overlaid. 

His Legs, which in the Paths of Truth do 80 
Are ſwift to bleſs, and to deſtroy are flow: 
Like Marble Pillars ſocketed with Gold, 

They're ſtrong, well ſhap'd, and beautious to behold, 
His ſtately Steps are in his Temple ſhown, 

Yet not to all ; tis only to his own, © 
Twas there his Goings I was won't to ſee, 
Dut Sin hath drawn the Vail, 'twixt him and me, 
His Countenance like Lb is fair, =. 
Excellent like the lofty Cedars there. 

O ſweet beyond Expreſſion is his Mouth : 

He's altogether lovely, full of Truth, 

Thus faintly I've deſcrib'd him, whom I love; 

A Theme too high for all the Quires above. 
This is my Friend, now do you not approve, 

© Daughters of Jeruſalem, my kgye. 
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DIALOGUE. VI. 
Daughters of Jeruſalem, Bride, Birde- 
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DAUGATERS of JERWSALEN 
d what a Perſon is your well Beloy'd, 
„O what can be the Cauſe why he's remov'd ? 
ell us thou faireſt amongſt Wemankind ? 
I 9 of him, you long to find. 


1 


Yes, I can tell you where be doth repair, 

alk in his Garden, and you'll find him there. 
in that ſacred Spot he loves to be; 

t, tho“ 1 ſeek him there, he's hid from me. | 
T's 'mongſt his Spicy Beds and Flowers he dwells, 

nd feeds and feaſts on their comforting Smells. 

athers theſe Lillies, which his Hands hath own. | 
lies by true Propriety his own. 

et why ſhould I with anxious Cares repine, 

pce I am my Beloyed's, he is mine.. 


1 
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T am' a Flower which in his Garden grows, T| 
Ho feeds *mongſt Lilies, I am one of thoſe, Tt 
een In 

Wh 


As Tirgab ſeated on a riſing Ground, 
Fx Virxab for Strength and Beauty ſo renown'd, ( Vai 
| So beautiful art thou with Honour crown'd. ( Th 
coe as Jeruſalem att thou, The 
To all who's holy Eyes thy Beauty view. 

But terrible to all thine Enemies, 

As conquering Armies in their victor Cries, 
O turn away thine Eyes my Love from me, 
I'm overcome, Pm raviſhed with thee. 

As :pleaſant_ tis from neighbouring, Valcs to view, 
The Flocks: of brouſing Goats on Silca Brow, 
Drink Nature's Cup, and fip the Morning's Dew. ( 
So pleaſant *tis my Love for to behold, 

Thy ſhining Rays of pureſt burning Gold: 

This Ornament thy Purity diſcovers, | 
Kindles Defire,, and gains thee many Lone.” 
When the lewd World thy Hair and Teeth ſhall vic», 
They'll praiſe thy Beauty, fall in Love with you, 
They will believe thy Entertainment good, 
When ſuch white Teeth do break the heavenly Food: 
Thy Teeth, a; comely Parity doth ſhow, 
None ſtart too high, and none do ſhrink too low: 
No proud oertoping Tooth thy Peace moleſt, 
Ew'n are they rank'd, none Frelates o'er the reſt; 


Thy 
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Thy Teeth doth repreſen—.—.— 
The new fleec'd Sheep disburthen'd. of their Wool, 

When neatly. horn, and waſh'd in Reſbbon”s Pool. 

In all the Flock no unprolifick Womb, | 
Which Twins bring forth, aud bleating lead them 

ä 4 Home. 

Vail'd with thy Locks like Pom'granates appear 
Thy Temples, which a bluſhing, Beauty weat : 
The Court of Solomon is. wondrous fair, | 
There's fixty Queens, and eighty Conc'bines there. 
There ſmiling Virgins without Number throng, 
Virgins that's chaſt and beautiful and young: 
heſe ſhining, Comets turn as black's the Night, 
When thou appears, O radiant Lamp of Light. 
My Dove, my only One, my Undefil'd, 
ty Mother's only and her darling Child, 
) Daughter born of God, I love thee” well, 
Thy Cath'liek Truths ſhall Hereſie diſpell. 
he Daughters thou'lt conceive, begot by me, 
When they thy Government and . Worſhip ſee, 
rink thy pure Doctrine, eat thy ſtrengtlining Bread, 
ill beg my Bleffings on thy lofty Head. Y 
ta ey'n the Queens and Concubines ſhall'view 
by Splendor, and be forc'd to bleſs thee tu 
ſho's this looks forth, and chaſes Night away: 
ight as theſe Beams which ſmiling brings the Day, 
Kar as the Moon, free from the Clouds of Night, 

r as the riſing Sun, which brings the Light, 
terrible you look ( the trembling World's aftaid) 
Armies with their Banners all diſplay'd, | 
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P When lo I ſpy my Bride in theſe ſweet Groves; 
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124 Streams from Hellton: 07, 
I went the tender creeping Shrubs to view, 
And brambly Nuts, which in the Orchard grew, 
To ſee the Valleys and the lowly Plains, 
If they were ſtor'd with Flowers, refreſh d with Rainy, 
If cluſtring Vines did flouriſh in the Field, 
What Buds the luſcious Pom'granates did yield, 


She ſwiftly flies to him, ſhe dearly loves : 
Tranſported to behold my lovely Spouſe, 
Whom I from all Eternity did chuſe, 

Unto her Arms my ſelf with haſte I throy ; 

As Chariots of Aminadab do go, * ; ( 
When haſtning to the Race, or laſhing from the Foe, 

Return thou lovely Hal amite, return, 

For in' ſtrong Fires of Love for thee I burn, 


BARI Dun oO SHULAMITK 


- O! here's no Landskip to arreſt your Sight, 
What can you ſee in the poor Shulamite ? 
Yes, 1 have. Beauty will attract your Eyes, 


Behold I've Troops to conquer Enemies; * 
Each at his Poſt defended by his Shield 
With giant Strength the weighty Armour wield, F 


I have two reg'lar Armies in the Field. 
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DIALOGUE. VI. 
7 Bridegrcom, Bride. 


BRI DEG ROOM. 


0 Princes Daughter, noble is thy Birth, 

Thou'rt ſprung from Heav'n, althoꝰ ally'd to 
Earth. 

How beautiful's thy bens, my charming Spouſe, 

Richly adorned with the Goſpel Shoes. 

Your full of Vigour, and your ever young, | 

Thy Thighs are nervous, and they're firmly ſtrung. 

As Jewels poliſh'd with the Workman's Art, 

$ is thy Joints, thy Thighs, thy ew'ry Part. 

Thy Children form'd, ſoon to Perfection grows: 

Thy Navel's like the Cup which overflows : 

Thy Infants feed on Nouriſhment divine: | 

Thy Navel's as a Goblet fill'd with Wine: ( 

Thy Womb's a fertile, not a barren Bed; 

Where Babes with proper Nouriſhment are fed : 

When ripe for ſolid and ſubſtantial Meat, 

0, then thy Belly's like a Sheaf of Wheat 

() but its comely round that Sheaf to view, 

\ row of aged Lillies ſprung from you, 
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Thy Saints are glad when Fellowſhip begins, 
They love thy ſwelling Breaſts, and loath their Sins, 
Thy Breaſts are like two tender Roe that's Twins, 
That ſtrong cenſpicuous loſty Rock, thy Neck, 
Shall thee from all thy Enemies protect. 

It's amiable, as it is ſecure, 


A Fort impregnable, an Ivory Tow'r. 


Thy Eyes like Heſhbon's Pools nigh Bethram's Streams, 


| Fam'd for its Fiſh, and. far its verdant Gleams, 
Clear are theſe Eyes as running filver Brooks, 


Thy Noſe like Zel»on's Tow'r, which to Damaſcus looks, 
As Carmal o'er the Hills his lofty Head doth ſhew, 
You look to Heav'n, and ſmile on all below. 
Thy Head is richly deck'd with, purple Hair: 

O every Part of thee is wondrous. fair. 
When in our Houſe I meet thee, I muſt Ray, 
Pm chain'd with. Charms, I cannot go away: 
How fair and lovely art thau to my Sight, 

I am thy Bridgroom, thou art all Delight + 


Thy Statures like the Palm, and faultleG is thy Shape: 
{ Thy: Breaſts ave like the Cluſters of the Grape: 


Dl to this Palm, which in my, Garden grows, 
And fit with pleaſure on the verdant Boughs. 
To me will prove the Fountain of thy Breaſt, 
Like Cluſters of the Vine when newly preſi'd, 


Thy Noſe ſuch. Perfumes. as the Apple gives, 


When bending low the Sprig forſakes the Leaves. 
Thy Pallate, O my Spouſe, is quick and good ; 
Sweet is thy, Reliſh of ſpiritual Food. 


Tue richeſt Wine which ſparkles in the gg bY 
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Which drunk with Thirſt, revives the fainting Soul 
And makes the drowzy riſe with vigour up, 

And talk by Talents o'er the glad'ning Cup, 

Is not ſo pleaſant, no it ne'er can be, 

As is thy holy Reliſh unto me. . 
Thy Souls Delight is ſet on Things divine, 

For thy Beloy'd thou keeps thy richeſt Wine. 


BRIDE. 

My Soul's unite to him, I'll joy in this, 
That my Beloved's mine, and I am his; 
My Pardon's ſeal'd, his ſmiling Face I ſee, 
I'm dear to him, his Love is ſet on me. 
Thy Preſence, my Beloved, warms my Heart, 
O to my Soul draw nigh, let's never part; 
Thro' Meſech's Fields let us together go, 
Let's lodge in Kedor's Villages below. 
0 lead and feed thy dearly purchaſed Spouſe, 
Till he is brought unto the upper Houſe : 
Unto thy Vineyard quickly let us bound, 
For that's thy Spot, thy own peculiar Ground : 
To view thy royal Nurs'ry, let us know, | 
What ſapleſs Trees decay, and which do grow ; | 
If Fines do flouriſh, and their Grapes appear, | 
Haſt'ning to ripe, the Planter's Heart to chear, 


If Nera a lovely Garment wear,, mg 


There I'll ſolace thee in theſe happy Groves, 
Charm thee with Faith, delight thee with my Loves 
Comforting Flayours do my Mandrakes yield, 
A WilderneG of Sweets is my encloſed Field : 
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My Bridegroom drink the ſpiced Wine of Love, 


Like Juice of Pom'granates till cheering prove; 
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Where green and mellow Fruit arreſt the Sight ; 
For thee the Gardens dreſsd, under this Shade 
Let us: my dear Beloved make Our Bed. 


DIALOGUE VIII. 
Bride, Bridegroom. 
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I| Long to ſee theſe Halcyon-Days to come, | 
When an incarnate God ſhall bleſs a Virgin's Womb. | 

O Shadows fly away, O Time draw near, 

When thou in humane Nature ſhall appear, 

With all our ſinleſt Miſeries oppreſt, 

Become a Child and ſutk the Mother's Breaſt. 

Without Jeru#lew's Wall I' find my Lord, 

For every Place his Preſence,ſhall afford; 

Then ſhall 1 Kiſs thee and not be revil'd, 

When Gentiles ſee the Prophecy fulfill : 

Unto my Mother's Houſe, my Lord I'll bring, 

For ſhe'll inſtruct me how to pleaſe my King. 

We'll walk in Pomp like thoſe, whom nuptial Rites 

Unto the joyful Weding-Houſe invites: 


He 


ö 


 Porws on various Subjefts, 12 
He won't be %ham'd to own me for his Bride, 
He will not for my holy Freedom chide. 8. 
His right Hand ſhall embrace me whilſt we feed, 
And his left Hand be underneath my Head, 
I charge you, O Jerw'lem's Daughters, then 
That you a conſtant Fellowſhip maintain, 

Wait for the dawning- of the glorious Morn, 
When he the true Nef ſhall be born. 

0 ſee when ye his Preſence do enjoy, 

That no Offence your lovely Gueſt annoy ; 

Do not awake him with Corruption's Noiſe, 

If you'd be fill with ſtrong tumultuous Joys. 
I charge you then, you don't diſturb his Eaſe 
Force him not to remove before he pleaſe. 


1 B RID EGRO Ox. 

Who's this ſo ſtrongly bent for heav'nly Bleſs, 
With eager haſte ſprings from the Wilderneſt; 
No rugged Paths ſhe fears, ſhe can't be moy'd, 
For ſhe is leaning on her Well-beloy'd, 

0 happy Traveller, from this earthly Ball, 

Who leans on him, who cannot let her fall. 
Under the ſhadow of the Apple Tree, 

| found a Bride and drew her unto me; 

Thy Mother in that Shade conceived you, 

And underneath its Boughs I found thee too : 
Thy Mother bore thee there, and then was bleſt, 
With the Reward of all her Labours paſt; 
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vs BRIDE. 
My Love let me thy dear Affection feel, 
| Imprint me on thy Heart, there ſtamp me as 2 Seal; 
f Upon thy Arm let me engraven be, 
There fix me as a Scal, love's Signer make thou me. 
O let my flame of Love be ſatisſied, 
Loves Floods erw helm me with a raging Tide; 
Love's ſtrong as Death, who can withſtand its Poyer, 
When jealous like the Grave it doth devour. 
I'm, my beloved, jealous of thy tay, 
What keeps my Loye ? What makes the long delay; 
Loves Coals burn fiercer than the of Firc, 
O vehement's the Flames of Loves Defire : 
F Ten Thouſand Rivers, cannot quench my Rage, 
| Nay the whole Ocean can't the Flames aſſwage. 
Theſe feed it's burning Luſt; it's fiery Womb 
The Floads and Rivers and che Seas 0'crcome : 
When once a Fire he kindles in the Mind, 
'The Soul no Pleaſure in the World can find ; 
The cordial Drops of Heaven ir longs to have, 
The World turns Traſh, ' ſeems rotten like the Grave, 
Love won't capitulate with th* carthly Man, 
Chriſt's only fair, and all the World looks wan: 
Should Barth give, Bribes, H:av'ns Lover to forlakt 
An Offer of its choiceſt Treaſures make, 
Give all the Subftance of the World, twould prove 
In vain to theſe inflam'd with heav®nly Lovc. 
Earth's loſt its Luſtre, he's the dazling Gem; 


Preſents of Gold they'd ſcornfully contemn ; 


They court a Crown a hcay'nly Diadem. * 
| u 
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ut, O ſweet Lover! whalſt I pant for thee, 
reach ſhort, and gaſp, thy Glory for to ſee, 
hiſt humbly I implore thy Love and Grace, 
nd fondly court the Shinings af thy Face, 8 
dare I forget our liule Siſter's Caſe. 
y Love, we have a little Siſter, ſhe, 
welopt in a Cloud thy Beauty ,cannot fee, 5 
ꝛert almighty Pow'r, and draw her unto thee. 1 
the hath no Breaſts, he's a deformed Vine; 
et ſhe's thy future Spouſe, then make her thane, 8 
Deck her with wedging Robes and make her thine, - 
) when thy forming Fingers moulds her right, 
d the looks glorious in the World's tight, 8 
n Pomp appears, and ſhines with hcay'uly Light. 
) what hall we for our dear Siſter do, 
o bring her nigh and wed her unto you: 
hen you'll thy long delayed Viſit make, 
hat hall we do for our dear Siſter's ſake, 8 
hat ſhe may of our Privilege partake. 
6, firmly we're reſolv'd upon the thing, 
ell her wich ſolemn Preparation bring, 
[pon the Wedding-Day to meet the King. 5 
the for Strength like brazen Wall appear, es 
pon her ſilver Palaces we'll rear: | 
ſhe a Door do prove, thy En'mies to keep out, 
Os be enclos'd with Cedar · Boards about. Sz] 
ith Beauty, Strength and Honour ſhe'll command, 
nd ſpread her numerous Iſſue thro? the Land; 
er Greatneſs the aſtoniſh'd World Gall fec * 
Strength and Grandeur ſhe ſhall rival me. 


Me, 
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Me, whom the envying .World do Happy call, 
A Rock impregnable, a Caſtle Wall. 


I.am a Wall, my ſwelling Breaſts are Tow'rs, * 
But Oh, my Love, my Strength and Beauties your ii 


From thee the Fountain Head, my Mercies riſe; 
For I found Grace and Favour in thine Eyes: ad 
Hence Pm thro? all the Univerſe renound, 

Becauſe thou has my Head with Glory crown'd, 0 
And I with Grace and Love and Strength abound, 
Pl tell the liſt'ning World what he's done, 

I'll found the Praiſes of my Solomos : 

For me, King Solomon was at the pains 

T' encloſe a Vineyard in Balbamor's Plains. 

He farm'd it out to Labourers for a Rent, 

Ten thouſand Pieces was the Equivalent 

Each Keeper yearly to the Land-Lord ſent, 
The Fruit rewarded ev'ry vii tuous one ; 

Enrich'd the Frugal, but it ſtarv'd the Dron : 
My Vineyard, which is mine, before me lies ; 
It's ſtill the darling Object of mine Eyes. 

O Solomen, the Rents be paid by me, | 


+ A Thouſand ſilver Pieces Ill give thee, - 

Each Keeper of the Fruit two hundred for their Fee. 
O thou who dwelleſt in the gladſome Grove 
Behold the dear Companions of my Love | 
Liſten unto the Muſick of thy Tongue, j 


And never think the bleſſed Hours too long ; 

No, they are all in Rapture with thy Song. 
When they're made glad, being intertain'd by you, 
Make me a Sharer in the Pleaſures too ; ; 1 
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ith equal Warmth and Gratitude h yce, 

in ſtrong Numbers fing with rapt'rous Noiſe, 
hen 1 in Conſort join, and hear my Lovers Voice. 
my Beloved ! fly with Lovers haſte! | 

! when ſhall Days and Hours, and Years be paſt, 
d Time, dull tedious Time, no longer laſt. 
ale ſwift Approaches, let my Bridgroom go 
iftly, as on the Spicy Hills the Roe: 

ifter than the young nimble Hart can flie 


thy Appearance unto Judgment be; 8 


hall be Happy then thro? all Eternitie. 
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V. heavenly Eloquence, Lord, fl My Soul, | 
O fire my dead Heart with an Altar Coal: 
Not from Parnaſſus, but from Ziows Hill | 
Loet ſacred ms into my Heart Aiſtill. 
Inſpire my Heart with ſtrong Serepbick Verte, 0 
A SavioOuR's melting Mercies to rehearſe ; | 
'T'll fing myſterious Love to all the Univerſe. ( 
O bounteous Heaven, thy Mercy I adore, 
Thou Bleſſings gives till I can ask no more; 
Bleſſings, which I cou'd never thought upon, 
The Rich, the Royal Gir, thy only Sox. 


aa 
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Before thy Power and Wiſdom was diſplay'd, 
u this bright Fabrick which thy Hands have made, 
Whilſt th” Elements did in dark Chaos” ſleep, 

Fre yet thy Spirit brooded o'er the Deep, 

or Mining Angels took their Seats above, | 
Thy bleſsful Boſom Glory hatch'd and Love; 
Thy ſempeternal Love was fixt on Man, 

Fre he a Being got, or Time began: 
Th! eternal Counſel had decreed his Peace, 

for thy Delight was with the unborn Race. 


7 


Six Days the new born World had: Grahe Sad) 
When GoD review d the- wondrous: Works he'd done; 
The young Creation he beheld with- Joy, | 
But Man was wanting yet; the great 2 : 
0D gives him Being, and imperial Sway; 
le ſtamps his. Image on the living Cay; 
0 Man an high Immortal Soul is given, = 

pable of Intelligence. with Heaven. a e 
s Courts, th? Almighty's depute King 
* n Honour and in Innocence did: reign; ESTER 22 
The Vaſſal Brutes with Acclamations meet UT 
Their Monarch, and pay Homage at his wt "4% 
recly commanded all his Eyes did a, | 

xcept a ſingle Sacramental Tree. 7 r 
ouch not its Fruit, you dy if this you % ; 4.7 2.8 
the Reddendo, of th' Azmzanty's Feu: 1 16 'H 
it Heaven's Friend and Favorite did rebel. 
3 and from ſv cet Com munion fell. | - 

_ is Sin and Gui Hei '®, THY 
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Mongſt Buſhes ſneakes, to hide his bluſhing Fey] 
At once he forfeit Paradiſe and Grace, WI 
Neſtroy'd himſelf and all his unborn Race. 


Expell'd th' Elyfum he enjoy'd before, PP 
Whilſt armed Cherubims defend the Door, * 
Poor fall'n Adam muſt return no more. * 
He from delicious Arbors poſts away, 

27 


Where Summer, dwells, and every Month is My: 
No more Gop's blooming Garden doth he tread, 
Flowers hang their. withered Heads, their Maſter's fe 
The Morning Lark awakes with piteous Moan, 
The lovely Empire's ſunk, her Monarch's gone; 
And th' Evening Philomel laments rhe vacant Throne. 
With mournful Ditties, ſing's the drooping Thruſh, 
And tragick Threnes are heard from every Buſh; 
Complaining Notes tell all the Quire's oppreſ'd, 
Thy ſolemn Dirgies fing with throbing Breaſt, 
The Mzbrinagle forgets to build her Neſt, 
With melancholy Murmurs Rivers flow, 
They chide their Banks, and pebbles as they go, 
Waves roll with double Force, and haſte away, 
To bury Grief and Sorrow in the Sca. 
Fair Ev« viſites not the chryſtal Brook, 
The chryſtal Glaſs no more returns her Look. 
The watery Mirrour ſhews no more her Face, 
Like Angels, full of Majeſty and Grace; 
Ah, Now its ones with Sin and black wich de 
Diſgrace. 
Winds whiſtle thro' * leaves their angry Breath 
All. Nature's pregnant with the Signs of Wrath. 
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ace, s rnore the ſimples Smile; the myrtle — 
Where the dear happy Loves rook their Bed, 
Seems now alone for fighing Sinners made, 
The fatal Fruit hath pull'd the Monarch down, 

sn triumphs for Adam's loſt the Crown; SO 

He cannot look to GOD, nor bear his angry Frown, 

Ab, muſt he dy! Can no Relief be found? 

Yes, Mercy comes to heal the bleeding Wound; 

Free Grace and Love ope? up a glorious Scene, 

Gop's reconcil'd, and Man's reſtor'd again. 

Alam is Victor, Satan quits the Field, 

Lo there's a Promiſe, made, a Cux IST reveald ; 

From all Eternity it was decreed, 


N Th Elect's be ſaved by the Woman's Seed, oj 
1 A SAVIOUR ſhall be born to bruiſe the Serpents 
% 1 » Head, | 
Mis Conception in appointed Time, me Pry 
Fully atone for Mother Evas Crime: * 


The flaming Sword, which Serapbs did command, 
Shines in a glorious MEDIATOR'sS" Hand: 

TW ANGEL of the Cov'nant ſaves from Sin, 
Opens Heavens Gatcy, and leads Believers in. 


Exulting Prophets ſpread the News a | 
And legal Pomp proclaims th' approac Gov $7) 
leich Voice tranſports the liſt'ning Throng, - | 
His hallowcd Lips pour forth the Goſpel . 5 In 
* From your low Poſture and obſcure retreet | 
* Ariſe and ſhine, and feel the welcome Heat; ' 4 
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No Torch we need t' illuminate the Way, 


No Carnival e&'er knew his Diet ſpare. 
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4 Lo your  Horizes's cloth'd. with Beams of Lighe, 


&. The riſing SUN doth. chaſe the Shades away; 
< We'll back in Beams of Light and bleſs che joy, 
ful Day. 
F | 
& A Virgin ſhall bring forth, IMMANU+4L ſhall be born: Mt © 1 


Thus ſpoke MEss1aH's Harbenger of old, 4 
Who with divine Impulſe the Olive- Age fortold; & \ 

So gilds the riſing Morn, the wide Expanſe, « \ 
| Ere Sol in golden Chariot doth advance ; 43 


To invite the drouſie World from 0:gbews Chains, 
Awakes the Earth to view the opening Scenes. 


© The, Jian Babe's fortold in every Age, 


Old Teſtament. Bards, who ſhook with ſacred Rage, 


Record th? auſpicious Birth; the GoD's in every 


Page. 


* The Prophets Breaſts were pain'd with holy Flame 
+. Till they reveal his Power, and fing his glorious Name: 
A glader Voice is heard, when they are dead, 


The Evangelick Prophet doth ſucceed. 


5 On barren Heaths the Preacher doth appear, He 


In ruſtick Weed, a Web of Camels Hair, 


Who's, venere Figure doth exhort, 
| To hate the gaudy Fiwry of a Court, 


Plain like his Looks and Sermons he is dreſs'd, 


4 bern Girdle wrapt. around his Waſte: | Wo 


The reyerend Fawn, in Life and Looks: auſtere, 
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No Pickles did freſh Appetite provoke, 

He Lrcuſti eat, and Honey from the Rock ; 

His pions Life was one continued Lent, 

The Sum of all his Eloquence, repent. 

. Mdachy's divine Propheſies made clear, 

A loud melod ious Voice proclaims a SAVIOUR near: 
| & Prepare, prepare to meet the coming GOD, 
n * Level each rugged Paſſage of his Road. : 
« Welcome the SON of Gop from's Throne above; 
& Meet him upon his Embaſſy of Love : | 

& With joyful Hearts a filial Homage pay, 
© Make ſtraight the crooked Paths, prepare a $aviow”9 
Way. 


Heaven's new created Gem, 
In its æther'al Hight 


Gave the Perfian Pilgrims Light; ' 2.4 
When they to Salim's Palace came, WES | 
= £5 Burning with ſacred Flame: 
ne: To ſee the Babe they ſtrove, 


Who dropt his Lawn of Light above, 
So ſtrong is a Redeemer's Love. 


Here's Salim's Courts, they ſay. but where's the Gon 
Who's Fame did ſwiftly fly t'us abroad ? 
For this bleſy'd BAR we've left the Eaſt, | 
'Tis Love that pains our throbing Breaſt, -- | 


* 
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* 


Our Arms muſt round his Waſte be curl'\l}j ; {'./ pil 
We'll kneel and ſacrifice to him, the Sovereign of. ,- {© 1 
C7 es the Worle. 


ig 


7 
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In the, Metropolis of Judea's Land, 
Herod did with uubounded Will command, 
But trembl'd when he heard a Rival at his Hand, 
With tingling Ears 
The News he hears ; 
Conveens the Tribes, 
Chief Prieſts and Scribes. 
To diflipate his Fears. [7 
In Praiſe of JzsUs all the learned Doctors ſung, 
Jes Us, from the Empyeum Heaven ſprung ; 
In Beth'lem ſhall be born the Lord, 
 Mical's Words are on Record. 
Judea ſhall Report 
Beth'lem her royal Court, 
Within thoſe Walls ſhall reign 


"xs Us fam'd Hael's King, | \ 
The Son of Gop, to him ſhall all reſort, 
Herod then was more. afraid, 8 


Asked 'yhen the Star appear'd, 
8 Which did them hither bring; 
ws by The Eaſtern Sages told the Story ; | 
| Go find out the Child of Glory : 
The old Tyrrant ſaid, * 
Worſhips be paid, 
Even by me, I'll own him King. 
With ſprightly Hopes, the 'Rabbies haſte, 
| Condudted by the Star i'th' Weſt : 
F | Heaven's Torch they ſaw with rapid Joy: 
1 10 roll'd wh trails of * and od above the Royal 
3 Bor. 
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MEDITATIONS 


In S1CKNES 8s, 


Upon ſeveral Texts of Scripture relating 
to the Reſurrection. | 


MEDITATION. 
Matth. xxiv. 29. Then ſhall the Sun be dark- 1 


ned, vp #6 
Rev. vi. 12. And lo there was a great Earthe 


quake, and the Sun became black as Sack» 


th of Hair, and the Moon became as \ 
Bluod. 44 M8 


Servet opus Deus ille Dew, quo territa tellu II 1 f 
concutiente tremit, montes tangente vagorant, _ | | 
Fumifera trepidum nebula teſtante pavorem. 


| B UC H, PC. | 

| A Grand Ecclipſe will darlten all the Globe. a 4 

1 The Sun ſhall riſe cloth'd with a mourning Robe z —_— 
, Lights ſweet, tis pleaſant to behold the Sun, * | 


þ ut Ah, his Eyes are ſhut, his Years are run! 
| wk I. 2 From 
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14. Streams rom Helicon: 07, 
4 From pitchy Air falls down the dying Lark, 
Men ſtumble at Noon-Day, and juſtle in the Dark 8 
The World's bright Eye ſees all Things in Confuſion, 
He weeps till blind, at Natures Diſſolution : 

His Lighe and Heat wolild uſclefs be for ever, | 
Since all the World is dying of a Fever. | 


No more pale Cynthia yields her ſilver Light, Re 
She wades in Blood, a ſtrange amazing Sight! 
No more can ſhe her borrowed Luſtre ſhew, 
Exhauſted is her Stock ; her Brother's Bankrupt nov. 
She us'd to change, that ſhe might ſhine more bright : Re 


of 
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But now ſhe's chang'd to Blood and gives no Light: 
She ſees the End of Time, and fickens at the Sight, 


Above the lofty Hills her Billows riſe ; 

And bellowing Monſters fill the Air with Cries. 

The Mountains tumble down unto the Lake, 
 Tilte Rocks, and all Lenatick Nature ſhake ; 

Wild Beaſts diſtracted in the Forreſts roar, 

And Mortals ſtagger on the tot'ring Floor: 

All Nature doth convulſive Motions fell, 1 

And to the Noiſe of Thunder dance the Reel. 


The Seas ſwell high to meet the falling Skies, 
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MEDITATION IL 


Rev. xx. 13. And the Sea gave up the Dead 
which were in it ; and Death and Hell gave | 
up the Dead which were in them. 


Rev. x. 5, 6. And the Angel which I ſqw _ 
ſtand upon the Sea, and upon the Earth, 
5 up his Hand to Heaven, &c. And 
wore that Time ſhall be no more. 


My Soul come meditate the Day, 
And think bow near it ſtands, . 
IWhen thou muſt quite this Houſe of Clay, 
And fly to unknown Lands, 
Warrr's ſpirit. Song, 


He Dead all ſtartle with the Trumpet's Breath, 
Which burſts the Graves, diſſolves the Bands of 
Death; 

The gloomy Grave proves faithful to her Truſt, _ 
Returns her Spoils, ſpues out her Skulls and Duſk; 
All Fleſh get up, old Adam riſes firſt, | 
Near to the Garden where he was accury'd ; 
And Grand-Dame Eve ſtarts up at (Adam's Side, 
Lovely and Fair, as when ſhe was his Bride. 
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q She looks on Paradiſe, and ſtreight turns wan, 


For oh, *twas there, Rebellion began : 
Pdor Adam caſts his Eyes upon the Earth, 
And ſees it lab'ring in the Pangs of Birth. 


The Patriarchs who've fleept ſix thouſand Year, 
Sleep not ſo ſound but they the Trumpet hear ; 
Shake or their Sheets of Duſt, and in the Field 

appear. 


The Tombs of Kings throw out their Skeletons, 
And Fleſh grows quickly on the living Bones; 
Then falls the Mon'ment down unto a rick of 

| Stones. 


From various Gibbets, Malefactors Bones, 
Bleech'd with the Winds, and brunt with Summer Sung, 
Drop from the Chains, to gather up their Duſt, 
Fall into Rahks, ?mongſt Wicked or the Juſt : 
They hear a Sound was neyer heard before, 
Gabriel proclaims that Time ſhall be no more: 
The grand Audite, the laſt Aflize is come, 

To judge the World, and give eternal Doom. 


Now Saints do riſe in Triumph over Death, 
Aud Sinners riſe to feel Almighty Wrath: 


The pious Soul warm'd with a holy Heat, Q 
Who often cry'd, where doth the Lord retreat, | 
O did 1 know, I would approach his Seat, HO ) 


With holy haſte flys to the ſacred place, 
And ſees mild Mercy ſhining in his Face. 
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MEDITATION II. 


1 Cor. xv. 52. In a Moment, in the twink= =»; | 
| ling of an Eye, at the laſt Trump, ( for the = 
' Trumpet ſhall ſound) the Dead ſhall be rais d 


incorruptible. 


Pal. exi. 11. The Works of the Lord are 
great; ſought out of all them that have 


pleaſure therein. F 


Plal. cxxxix. 14. I am fearfully and wonder 
fulh made. 


A Gaſtly Sight, for lo the Dead ariſe, 1 
Some without Arms and others without Eyes : 3 
Till theſe come flying on the Wings of Wind, 5 
From diff 'rent Airths no more to be disjomd; 
No ſingle Atom of the Body's loſt, | 
Each Part reviv'd crawls to its former Poſt. 
Leaping with Life, the Hand finds out the S$leull 3 
The Heart with Blood, runs till the Veins are full; 
The Pulſes beat, ſuch is the Pow'r of God; 9 
dun- Bones come leaping to receive their Load: 
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The quicken'd Duſt creeps from its loathſome Den, 
And Stink, and Vermine turns to living Men, 


Almighty Pow'r rebuilds the ſtately Dome, 
Behold the Pillars and the Beams do come; 
The Bones are artificially unite, 


. * Freſh oyl'd with Marrow, moiſten'd full of Heat, 


The Breaſt is cover'd with the Sternum-Bone, 


The Skelex now hath got his Breaſt-Plate on: 

That Stomach, Heart and Lungs, be free from Harm, 

Lo ſeven ſtrong Ribs do claſp them in their Arm, 

Whoſe bonny Heads the 'Vertebre doth find, 

Their right Ends are unto the Sternum join'd, 
Five baſtard Ribs, the Belly doth inveſt ; 

The laſt and leaſt, hangs looſely from che reſt. 

The Head's complete, the Vertebre is ſent, 

To join this Iſland to the Continent. 

Ala whoſe Foot ſtands on the Shoulder-Blade, 

Supports this Wiſe, this glorious Globe the Head: 

Th' indented Sutures cloſely join in one, 

All's ſafe within, the warliltcef Helmet's on. 

For ſure Defence, the Skull receives the Brains, 

The Breaſt, with all its Parts, the Ribs ſuſtains : 

The Brain's enthron'd in their ſtrong lofry Tow'r, 

Tl”? awmal Spirits elaborate as before: 

Which the miraculous Machine preſerves, 

CicClating thro? their Vehicles, the Nerves, 

'Thro? various Ducts and Rivulets they flow, 

Diſpenſing Bleflings to the Parts below. 
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The Heart, which now with vital Heat doth burn, 7 

To its old Purſe and' Thorax doth return | 


Amidſt its ancient Lobes reſumes its Seat, 

Like ſtanding Clock - wind up, begins to beat: 
Sets all the Springs to Work, maintains them all, 
Conveys brisk Streams thro? many a hid Canal : 
Which thro' meandring Veines, with gentle Courſe 
Do glide, and then return unto their Source, 
$ all the Rivers run unto the Deep, 

The Parent doth the Childrens Portion keep : 
In her Exchequer all the Treaſure lies, 
From thence is iſſued out in freſh Supplies. 


—— 


The. Lungs do beat, the Bronchy's full of Airs 
Caus'd by the Preſſure of the Atmoſ- Sphere; 
Which by El. iſtick Virtue entrance hath, 

Filling the empty Cavaties with Breath. 
The Bellows fully blown, ſeverely ſwell'd, 
Comprefſed by the Thorax is repell'd : 
Thus Reſpiration's conſtantly perform'd, 


The needful Air ſuck'd in, anon return'd. 


The Curtains drawn, theſe lum'nous Globes the 
Eyes. 
Roll in their Orbs with wonder and ſurpriſe; 
Plac'd in the hollow Sockets of the Skull, 
With Muſcles cled, to make the motion full? 
Now from th' exalted Manſion they behold, 
The Truth of what th' inſpirid Job fortold. 
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- I know that my Redeemer lives, aud th 
| | My dear Lord Jeſus comes, | 
To judge the Earth in Righteouſneſs, The 
And raiſe ue from our Tombs, Falling 
Tho? Worms devour my Fleſh and Bones 
When I am turn'd to Clay, 
Theſe Eyes of mine ſhall ſee the Lord, 2 
Be: | At the great Judgment Day, | of 
The ſpreading Ears the ſon'rous Trumpets hear a 
With ſtrong Goncuſlions of th' external Air; : 
The auditory Nerves all ſtart for fear. 


They hear a. Sound was never heard before, 
Gabriel proclaims that Time ſhall be no more, 


| 


Th' auguſt Tribunal's in the Rain-Bow plac'd, 
To this high Court all Men and Angels haſte; 
Lo there's Heav'ns Purſevants and Heraulds bright, 
Wich glorious Robes of pure «ther'«{ Light. 


- Titius the Pleader, is a Pannel now, 
- Bluſhes ſucceeds the Braſs o'erſpread his Brow, 


'Learn'd A ſculapius minds no Pill or Potion ; 
The Aemcn promiſes no Declination : 
Nature's upon an Chymick Operation, 
The Sea it ſelf can't quench this Conflagration, 


The Infant World did in hot Luft abound, 
And was by Heav'ns Electuaries drown'd, 
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u Dottage now, ſhe ſtill more vicious grows, 
4nd therefore dies by a Mercurial Doſe. 


The Sun and Moon from their high Orbs do wander, 


Falling, calcine the World to a Cynder. 


A 


DISCRIPTION 


"OF T82 
Perſon of Jzsus CHRIST, 


Written by Publius Lentulus Preſident of 
Judeah, to the Senate of Rome. | 


— 


Udeas famous grown; tis the abode 
Of Feſus Chriſt, a Prophet ſent from God: 

His Diſciples call him a Deit y, N 

Worſhip him as the Son of the moſt high; . 

A * of holy Life and ſpotleſs Purity, y 
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= His mighty Pow*r and Miracles is ſuch, 

He cureth all Deſeaſes with a touch: 

A ſingle Word doth from his Mouth proceed, 
And opens Graves, and calls to Life the Dead, 
Of rewrend Aſpect, comely in each Feature ; 

Well ſhap'd in Body, and he's tall in Searure. 

Of Chaſnut Colour is his matchleſs Hair, 
Which falls in graceful Curles below the Ear ; 
From thence more orient doth hjs Shoulders meek, 
His Head's partition'd like the Nazarite, 

Smooth, large and beautifull is his Forehead ; 
No Spots his Cheeks hath, ſave a lovely Red. 
His Mouth and Noſe ſo form'd, and ſo agree, 
There is *mongſt them a perfect Symetrie. 


* 


His beard is forked, thick and fully grown, 

In Colour like his Hair a Chaſnut Brown, Wh 
Extends in Length an Inch below his Chin. Ti 
His Eyes are quick and bright; ſerene he looks : 0 
Counſels with Mildneſs; ſharp in his Rebulkes. = 
His whole Deportment Wiſdom's Leſſons reach; Yo 
In Action grave, and Eloquent in Speech. Th 
His Countenance a deep Compoſure keeps : - 


Never is ſeen to Laugh, but often Weeps. 

His modeſt Face ſweet Innocence diſplays ; | 
He moſt, Abſtemious, Chaſt, and wond'rous Wiſe, 
A matchleſs Beauty in the Man doth ſhine ; 

| He's full of all Perfections divine: 

' For Wiſdom, Sanctity, and comely Face, 

He far ſurpaſſeth all the humane Race. 

| P. LEXTULYS, P. ]. 

| | O'N 


* 


4 - 


PozMs on various Subjefls, is 


be SNN 


On Devout Dozino A, 


Readigg the Weſtminſter Confeſſion of 


Faith. 


Hat Pook I own is full of Grace and Wit, 
But 'twas for Men, and not for Angels writ 3 

Why doth my Cherub humane Lectures read; 
Tis Angels KnowlWeagec beſt expounds the Creed. | 
O thowrt a Volume fraught with Grace and Senſes 
I Eftrange did never ſo much Wit licence. 
You are the kind Inſtructreſs of the Age, 
Thy Lifes a Tranſcript of the ſacred Page: 
Then throw that uſeleſs Book upon the Shel6, 
For thou art all Divinity thy ſelf, 
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On a fair L a dy, 
Djſpencing Medicines in her Lazar Houle 


| O What a fi ight of wretched Folk is" here, 
And Stink enough for to pollute the Air: 
There 's*cAgnes, Jaundice, Cancer, and the Pox, 
And ev'ry Plague flew from P.ndora's Box. 
She's like” the Sun, who darts his radiant Beams 
On Dunghills, yet not injur'd by their Steams : 
She Miracles doth work like Azrons Rod, 
(She is not taught by Gallea, bury God.) 
Her Hand drys up the long infected Flood; 
2 Sure there's Balſamick Virtue in her Blood: 
1 4 See how ſhe looks: upon a yellow Face, 
And prints a Beauty on the ſwarthy Place. 
She ſtretches forth her healing Hand to ſave, 
And with a touch ſhe diſappoints the Grave: 
O ſtrange ! ſhe bids the dying Lazar live; 
She breathes on rotten Bones and they revive. 
O cure my wounded Heart, Phyſician bright, 


31 J ſee that Healing is thy native Right: T 
- Your Powers too ſtrong: for any Maladie, . 
| Shall ev'ry Patient here be cur'd fave me; + 
I | 


. ou * the Wound your ſelf, O give the aus. 
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DUMBLAIN. 


Me fſabuloſe 18 in Apulo, 
Altricis extra limen Apulia, 
Ludo fatigatumque ſomno, 
Fronde nova Puerum Palumbes 
Texere ; mirum quod foret omnibus 
Ut tuto ab artis corpore viperis, 
| ations & u ſis; ut premerer ſacra, A 


 Lauroque, collataque myrto, þ 
6 Non fine dis animoſus infans, * 14 
F* 'HORs 
T0 Authors of Romances and Novels >» a3.3 


Talk big of flut'ring Beaux and ſparkling Belles z | 


Srebon the Lovers ſprung from noble Blood, 


| 
ind Celis is a rich and lovely es „ 


Po EMs on various Subjects. 155 2 | F 
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To great Follc Cupid only is a Gueſt ; Di 
Love dare not reign in a Plebeian Breaſt : 0 
- The poor do like unthinking Atoms dance, | Jo 
And marry, as the World was made, by Ch T\ 
This Poets and Philoſophers advance : 1 
Wie as they are, they may be in the wrong, k 
Altho' the laſt was great Luceriuss Song. 1 
The Gods, ſay they, have a ſuperiour Care, Fo 
A thouſand Hypbs fit on Belinda's Hair; A 
Protect bright cloe when ſhe plays at Omber : Y 7 
And being aerial Spirits cannot Slumber. 1 
Theſe Ladys guard at Ta and Muttadores, _ 
Becauſe they're Rich and Great, tho ſometimes W Ti 
The Gods deſpiſe a Linſcy Woolſey Gown ; ay 
But to the ruſling Silks Reſpect is ſhown.. A 
Yet under Favour, *tis not my Opinion, k 
For little Cupid hath a large Dominion. 0 
Great Wits may wich their learned Logick fail, * 
And I with my blunt Eloquence prevail : 5 Th 
Then hear with Patience this my Covntry Tale. To 
In Days of Old, when Kenneth rui'd the Nation, *. 
And TrewPf and naked Buttocks were in Faſhion, by 
Maids did not Fence their Bums with Ribs of Whde = 
But juſt as Nature made them wore their TI. i | 
The Scope of all love Tales and am'rous Charms % 
an to have naked Meg: claſpt in our Arms. 2 


"There lived within an humble Highland Cottage 0 


An honeſt Pair, but both of them in Dottage, 


= 
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Po EMS on various n | Pn 
Dead, who never heard of foreign News, | 
Convers'd with Horſe and Sheep and droves of Cows.” 

jolly Marg*'ry was his aged Spouſe : 


Tvice twenty Years made up their wedlock State 3 
Their Means were competent, not very great ; 
A lovely Daughter bleſs'd their hoary Hairs, 
The only Pledge of all their youthful Years. . 
For Stature, Manners and a lovely Face, 
She was the very Proverb of the Place; 
The Darling of her Family and Friends; 
In blooming Youth juſt enter'd in her Teens. 
The beauteous Maid, coriſea was her Name, 
Thro' neighbouring Shires had ſpread a laſting Fame 
From ev'ry Corner of the Country came | 
A Lover, to make known his am'rous Flamc. 
A learn'd Clerk, five Tradeſmen, and a Swain | 
Calbd Colin, who dwelt in the neighbouring Plain, 8 
Made up the Number of coriſca's Train. 
5 Thy Scribe was famous for his plod ing Nodle, 

Told her dark Stories out of Ariftorle, 8 
Was very grave, but Colin took his Bottle, _ 
The Tradeſmen they were wealthy proud and vaia g. 
But Colin was an honeſt humble Swain. 
Tho' rich as Creſus, and as wiſe as Solon, 
Criſee would have none, fave only Colin, 484 
Small worldly Subſtance fell to Colin's Share: 
but ke was open, plain and debonair, | 18 
Of equal Temper, ſtedfaſt as the Rocks, e 
Chearful as May and harmleſs as his Flocks; 9 
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bod Face; good Shapes, good Nature, and good Senſe 
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Are Qualities ſhould make a Man a Prince, 
Colin enjoy'd theſe in a high degree; 
. lov'd him well, and only he. 


They never ſpoke but when they ſpoke they ſmil'd, 
And ſhe knew all the Duties of a Child. 

On Morning aged Donald and his Wife 

Says Daughter, you're the Solace of our Life, 
Our Age's prop, our Joys of Life are gone, 
And yours, ſweet Child, we hope are drawing one, 
O bring us not with Sorrow to the Grave, 

It's but a fingle Favour that we crave, 


Her Parents Government was ſoft and mild, : 


Wed ere we dy, but don't with Colin wed, His; 
And when we've ſeen you in the nuptial Bed; He g 
Our aged, crazy, rot'ring Bones, we truſt, A f 
Will ſoon thereafter ſleep in peaceful Duſt. * 

ot, 

Mournful Coriſce knew not what to do; cyiſce 
Loth to refuſe, and loth to make the Vow ; A Jo) 
She did the laſt as ſafeſt of the two. Once 


And in the Eaſt aroſe the filyer Moon 


Aud this the ſequel of my Story tells. 


Parents, ſhe ſays, tis you that gave me Life, 
Till you Conſent, I ne'er ſhall be a Wife. 
Hear me ye Heav'ns, I make this ſacred Vow, 
To Marry as my Parents ſhall allow. 

But Maidens Vows are Wind, and nothing elſe ; 


Once as the Sun the weſtern Skies ſtole down 


Ky Now 
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Pokus on various Sabi, 
nie v toy ling Heifers, wounded with the Goad, | 
kre all releaſed from the ſervile Load. 
Now from the Moors the Hunters homeward ride 
* umquhile Maukin dangling at their Side: 
ro Aiſtant Hamlet hungry School-Boy comes, 
64, . Bog Noſe, and blowing o'er his Thumbs! 
( neighb'ring Ale-Houſe tipling curare goes 
With tatter'd Crape to take a deep Carouſe : 
from verdant Woods with ſounding Horns the Swaing 
ding home the milky Mothers of the Plains, 
(wiſce goes to Boughts to milk the Es, 
And ſpys her Colin whiſtPing o'er the Knows, 
Driving his Charge down to the nightly Fold ; 
His yellow Hair was Jike the ſtreaming Gold; 
He grac'd his Trews his Crook and Tarzan-Dlany 13 
As fine as Kenneth was the Swain arrai'd. 
The LaG was finging with a thoughtleſs Air, 
For, ſaving Love, ſhe had no wordly Care. 
(iſce chuckled when the Lad ſhe view'd 


A Joy went tingling thro* her Maſs of Blood. 

Once ſhe had growing Thoughts to be his Wife ; 

A rapid Pleaſure touch'd the Strings of Life, 

(lia ſoon folded up his woolly Drove, 

And runs to quench his eager Thirſt of Love. 

Kind Words he ſpoke, his weary'd Head did reſt 

Upon the peaceful Pillow of her Breaſt, 

Around her Waſte his loving Arm was ſpread ; 

There he ſolag'd upon the downy Bed. . 

Often did Colin his Coriſca kiſs, 6 | | 

* certain Pledges of a future Bleſs, =» 
* M 2 | The 
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8 Streams „om Helicon + or, 
3 The loving Pair upon green Paſtures lay; 
And made the Ev'ning for to crown the Day. 


Beneath a Willow's cooling Shade, 
Natures ſoft and moſſie Bed, 
Th? anvrous Couple lay: 
/ " Colin felt a burning Flame, 
| | Wiſr'd for what he durſt not name; 
"84 At laſt began to ſay, 
3 c.ͤ.riſea ſhall I fing a Song; 
I' not make it very long: 
You have half an Hour to ſpare, 
Ere you milk your fleecy Care : 
I have driv'n the Ews too faſt, 
» f Let them get a little reſt. 
You'll not think the Time too long, 
We'll beguile it with a Song. 
How a Shepherd lov'd a Laſs, 
And did Court her on the Grafs; 
But the Maid was cruel Coy, 
And refus'd to wed the Boy : 
HR With the Grief his Heart he broke, 
| He leapt over a ſtcep Rock: 
Thus he made an End of Life, 
Since ſhe would not be his Wife, 


Coriſea ſays, dear Colin ſing, 
. * Muſick is a pleaſant Thing. 
| Sure the Woman has been Mad, 
| For to kill a loving Lad, 


8 re” 
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Por Ms on various SubjeBts. 


Colin's Heart was wondrous glad, 
When he heard the Words ſhe ſaid, 


Soon did he begin to fing, | 1 
And made all the Valleys ring: 4 1 
But ſo mournful was the Tale, 1 f 
It invited Philomet ; i 
Who did hear the Mnſiclk ſweet, "ant 
And doth ſtill the Notes repeat. 1 FP 
| | 
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S O N 
To the Tune of Morning O Geherland, 


2 BEE RY : 
A Furlong or ſo from bonny Dumblain 


Liwd a fair Nymph and an am'rous Swain; _ 
(lin was the Name of the Swain, , Ts F 
(riſes the Maid created his Pain, { 


He lovd her beyond all the Comforts of Life; TIN 
2 to Heav'n ſhe might be bis Wife. N W 


1 


But her Heart is hard as Flint, 


* 


Streams from heliton: 0 
H- Hair is like the wit Lint, 
2uo Colin, quo Colin, 


Luo Colin, que Colin, 
Her Face is like the riſing Moon, 


Luo Colin, quo Colin, 
Clearcr than a ſilver Spoon, 


2uo Colin, quo Colin, 


| Red like Claret is her Cheeks, 


Nuo Colin, quo Colin. 
And they Dimple when ſhe ſpeaks, 
Qu) Colin, quo Colin, 


Her Lips doth wear a ſcarlet Dy, 


Nuo Colin, quo Colin. 
Lane Cherries in the Month of May, 
Quo Colin, quo Colin, 


| Her Teeth is $ like the Iv*ry Bone, 


Luo Colin, quo Colin, 


But her Heart like pumice Stone, 


£10 Colin, quo Colin. 


| Her Breaſts are whiter than the Snow, 


Luo Colin, quo Colin, 
Softer than Hauſ-locks of the Ew, 
| Quo Colin, quo Colin, 


| Whiter is her Legs and Thighs, 


Nuo Colin, quo Colin, 


Than the Curds which makes the, Cheeſe, 


| . Co Colin, quo Colin. 
: Long 
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Long and lender is her Waſte, We 


gs Colin, 2 Colin. * 
Ie would temp the Pariſh - Prieft, | 2 

N Colin, quo Colin. 
Tho”. re an | 

L Colin, quo Colin. 
To enjoy - a Nymph 0 en. 


When the fits on Hills or Rocks =_— 
lin, Soon do I forſake my Flocks, : | 
Quo Colin, 1 Colin 14 
lin. She doth kill me with her Eyes, | | al 
Still Ui ſtil line p '" 
lin; But the cares not for my Crys, 1 
n 
lin, Tales no notice of my Sighs, W ial 
; % Colin, quo Colin, 3 | 
lin, Long I've courted this fair Maid, | } | j 
Luo Colin, quo Colin, 1 
lin. But ſhe ſlighted all I ſaid 1 1 
De Colin, . c 
in. 0 1 am weary'd of my Life, 75 1 
Nuo Colin, quo Coling 7 BY . 
zn. Since ſhe will not be my *. | Ay: 1 
Ls Colin, quy Cu, IL 
in, | II forſake my Friends and Flocks, 6 
Nuo Colin, quo Colin 1 
u. And fy ler teepy Rocks | £8 
"g N 
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Life without her's full of Trouble, 
Luo Colin, quo Colin, Nev 


Nothing but 'a filly Bubble, And 

Ne Colin, que Colin. © 

In Loves Rage he left his Sheep, | To 

| Poor Colin, poor Colin, Or | 

And aid take the fatal Leap, Im 

. Poor Colin = Colin, Cou 

When cori ſeu heard the News, To 

She forſaltes her Lambs and Ews, 'Ty 

\ Bux Colin, fs Colin, I dh. 

When the ſaw the Swain was dead, 5 

| a Poor Colin, poor Colin, I 15 

dl Sick and took her Bed « 
j Res Colin, for Colin. 

WE - Diſtracted with the Grief the cry'd She 
= Boy Colin, for Colin, 

1 And gave up the Ghoſt and dy'd, 

o Colin, for Colin; 


Coiiſee heard her Colin's artful Take, 
- | Minded her Vow, but Nature did prevail. 
Colin, ſays ſhe; the Story can't be true, 

For I ner heard one of that Name ſave you. 
M Fact, cori ſcu's been a cruel Creature. 
And wanted all the ſoftneſs of my Nature. 
el, replies, Part's true of what I've ſaid; 

I Qa the Swain and you the cruel Maid. 

1 Long have 1 courted you my charming Fam | 
, * you are Deaf to Coliws ev'sy Pray r. 


L 
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I hear you've ſworn by the Pow'rs above, 8 

n. Never to entertain your Colin's Love. 

and did the dottard Fools extort the Vow; 

Cruel Coriſca, ſhall I think it true. a | 

To ſuch an unjuſt View have no Reſpect ; 0 

Or break your Vow, or I will break my Neck. 

I'm not, ſhe ſays, unflexible ro Love, 

Could I, dear Colin, this curs'd Vow remoye. 

To break my Vow, dare I be fo unjuſt, 

'Twould ſend my aged Parents to the Duſt. 

What then, ſays Colin, will it be a Crime 

To give them Heav'n a Year before their Time: 

Otis an Action that will make you thrive, 

To keep the loving colin ſtill alive. 

Thus Colin ſpoke, and did her Heart betray, 


She broke her Vow, and marry'd him next Day, 
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The End of the ſecond Part. 
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On the Firſt Day of May. 
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From amber Shrouds I ſee the Morning riſe, 

Her rofie Hand begins to paint the Skies, 

And now the City Emmits leave their Hive; 

And rouzing Hinds to chearful Labour drive, 

High Clifts and Rocks are pleaſent Oljects now, 

And Nature ſmiles upon the Mountains Brow, 

The joyful Lark, ſalutes the Sun's approach, 

The San too Laughs, and mounts bis gawdy Coach 

While from his Carr the dropping Gems diſtill, 

And all the Earth, and all the Heay"ns de fall 
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Morning Walk . 
T0; | 


\RTHUR' 8 SEAT.” 


1 wander where the Muſes baunt, 
To ſhady Groves, clear Spring, or ſunny Hb, 
Smit with the Love of ſacred Song. | 
NM 11 xe 


L* Night oppreſt with ſullen Grief I lay; | 

Uponith* uneafie Couch, indulging Sorrow $ 
My Soul.difturbed with a Chain of Mis'ries, 
s melancholy Plaints was now my Themes 
like him I wiſh'd' my Sorrows on record, 


ven deeply with a * of Iron. 1 | , 55 { : | 
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The mournful Job, who 'mongſt the Aſhes lay, 
Open'd his Mouth to curſe the weary Day. 
O'erwhelm'd with Grief and Pain deep Silence brole: 
And ſecret Charms in wond'rous Words he ſpoke, 

$i. Periſhi ye diſmal Day, commenc'd my infant Years : 
O dlaſted be that Night, which louring Aſpect wears : 

Thit fatal Night of Bleffings be't bereay'd, 

In which the * Womb th* unhappy Male con- 
, ceiy'd, 


Let maſſie Clouds form the Cimmerian Night: 
No twinkling Tapers dart ſmall Rays of Light, 
The God, who made it, curſe it from from above, No 


DOES pPULOSOSMH > - - 


O may it never ſee his Light nor Love, No 
Heap Darkneſs on't for Tokens of thy Wrath, Not 
O be it mantled o'er with Shades of Death. kh 
May laſting Clouds, thick as the Miſts of Hell, my 
Deſcend uponẽt perpetually to dwell. Wh 
Unheard of Darkneſs fix upon the Air, 0h 
Terrors fly round the Glob, te encreaſe the Fear, New 
Let baleful Blackneſs darken down the Night, Had 
Nor Moon or Stars command the leaſt of Light. Why 


May they this Night reſtrain their bleGful Rays Or f 
No more this Night be join'd to wellcome Days, Oh + 
Lop off this Night's Alliance to the Day; Or b 
Divorcd from Months may it diſſolve aways I Then 
o in this ad, this ſolitary Night, © 
e heaped "os Wher 
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All Things be huſh'd ; no chearful Vip ai, 
„o Noiſe be heard unleſs to terrify, 
Let diſcontented Souls, who ſpurn at Life, | 
e: oppreſt with Pain, who court the murd'ring Kaife, 
Who long for Death, and pine to be away, _ 
5: W 0 let them curſe it, when they curſe the Day. 1 
ech Ew'ning Stars, which uſher in the Night, 
ze doom'd to Darkneſs, empti d of their Light, = 
on- wnilſt groping Mortals look for Stars t ariſe; | So 
Theſe Lanthorns be ſhut up, and Darkneſs load the Skys. | 
May Darkneſs ſtill encreaſe without the leaſt aller: 
o may it never kindle vp to Day. Yi 
This Night allow'd my Life for to begin; Y b 
Ve; Nor bolted Natures Doors to keep me in, | 1 
No Pitty ſhew'd unto my new born Crys; * i 
Nor Sorrow-hid from my poor feeble Eyes. 4 1 
Ah me! Why did 1 to this World come 48 
Why dy'd I not within the teeming Womb; .—- 
When ſmoaking from the Belly I ſuck'd Breath, _ 
0 had it prov'd the Agonies of Death | , 1 
5 Newly refign'd from my glad Mother's Womb N | | 
Had I givia up the Ghoſt, and Vane the Tomb. "i 
Why did the Knees with vigour bear me up, {5 
5 Or ſwelling Breaſts afford my morning Cup? | »] A 
. Oh had I fall'n from a trembling Knee jn © 
Or barren Breaſts had ſtarwd 'unhappy me: 
Then ſhould eternal Slumbers nail'd my Head, 
ln ſoft repoſe I'd, Iy'n amongſt the Deadz  * © 75 8 
Where anxious Cares do not invade the Breaſt * | © 
Waun there diſturbs the peaceful Reſt: * ll 
N 3 re | 


All 
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F \, 1 ve with royal Duſt, the Wiſe and Great, 
Farth's Monarchs, and their Mipiſters of state, 
uo loath'd. in Courts arid gaudy Pomp to dwell, 
' Threw down their thorny Crowns t? embrace a Cell 
T'd lodg'd with Princes in oblivion's Bed, 
Whole Riches Fame thro' all the World hath ſpread 
With gold and filvet Plate their Houſes ſhin'd, 
Yet ſtole to Duſt, and left the gawgaw Things behind 
Or like th? unripen'd Embryo of the Womb, 
VUntimely Born, is hidden in the Tomb: 
Like that raw Maſs doom'd to perpetual Night, 
Whoſe ſealed Eyes diſdains td view the Light. 
Tis in the peaceful Grave where none's oppreſt : 
W The Wicked and the Weary are at reſt. 
is there th' afflicted Prlſoners are free 
oj From the ſtern brawuy Keepers Cruelty, 


In the dark Regions of the filent Grave, Wi 
; - Rich Creditor car't make poor Debitor a Slave. 2 


Without Diſtinction blended in the Duſt 
Lies Prince and Peaſant, Wicked and the Juſt : Th 
: The Ser vant's free from Toil and Prudgery now; Is 
Nor early wakes to ſtfteck the labouring Plow. Ex 


Tell me, ye arbitrary Pow'rs of Heav'n, My 
Why your. officious Light to penſive Souls is giv\n. My 
A dark perpetual Night doth beſt agree Whi 


Wich Souls plung'd deep in Gulfs of Miſery, 


Why am I plagu'd with Life, oppreſt with Woes * 
Tir imbitter d Souls deſire the Graves ebe, f u. 


4 
Wt 


4 


iv'n. 


* 


Pon us on various Subjefts. 
Who long to ly in Chambers of the Dead, 
Amongſt their Siſter Worms to lay their Head. 
But ſtubborn Death is deaf to all their Cries, 
Holds, up his iron Hands, and from them flies, 
Still they renew their humble Pray'r again, 
They beg their Warrand to depart in vain. 
With the ſame Pains their Exit they implore, 
As Miſers dig the Earth for golden Or. 
With Joy meet Death, and call the Sentence juſt, 
Sob out their Souls, and turn to native Duſt; 

In vain the radiant-Sun diſpenſes Rays 

To him who walks in Darkneſs all his Days. 

In devious Wilds I'm caught by fatal Gin, 

And can't eſcape for God doth hedge me in: 
Deep Sighs do throb my Breaſt before I cat, 

And brinny Tears diſtill to ſauce my Meat: 


Wich meurnful Cries my Migry I deplore, + *- 
Loud as the ſtormy Sea when angry Billows roar : | 
The Evils, which I moſt abhor'd to ſee, vx 'S 


With rapid Force comes rolling upon me, 

The Object of my Hate, my Soul Bugbcar, 

Is come and fills my Soul with panick Fear. 
Exposd to Dangers, and with Cares oppreſt, a} 
My diſcontented Soul can find no reſt. 

My Troubles ſtill ſucceeded are by worſe, 
Which flow npon upon me with impetuous Force. | 


Thus did 1 waſte the louring Night away : * 
My mind more gloomy than th' Horison is, [22 UN 276 
When Nights black * prevail and brood upon it. 
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Streams jrom Helicon : or, 
But when I ſaw the chearful rofie Morn, 
Give Intimations of returning Day, 
I from my Pillow roſe, ere Heav*ns bright Lamp 
Diſpensd his glad'ning Beams on tops of Hills: 
Or Quiriſters o'th* Air awalk'd with Notes 
To tune the vocal Forreſt with their Muſick ; 
From the Town's Smoak and Clamour I retir'd, 
Jo breath the Country's freſher Air with Pleaſure, 
Muß Heavy Load of Sorrow I forgot, c 
| When I ſurvey'd the various Scenes of Nature, 
The Pow'r and Wiſdom of th? eternal Being, 
Bleſsd Origine of Life, and endleſs Glory, 
Who claims the higheſt Acts of Adoration, | 
Deep Love runs thro? the whole harmonious Scheme, 


I walk*3 to that once happy royal Palace, 
Which now laments the abſence of her Monarch : 
Whoſe Boſom till remains a bleſsd Retreat 
To thoſe, who do not ſhare in proſp'rous Fortunes 
1 view'd her Gall ry lin'd with royal Faces, 

The empty Image of her former Grandeur, 


To have the fuller Proſpect, I aſcended 
The lofty Summit of the neighbouring Mountain! 
Which with rough Viſage hangs its aged Head ; 

As it it mourn'd for fair Edina's Ruin. 


1 MN Twas in that Seaſon of the Year, when Nature, 
Fully recover'd from her Winter Sickneſs, 

In rich embroidered fragrant Garments cloth'd, | 
Diſplays her Boſom garniſhed with Riches, * +» FS 


| Gaze on the Fields more richly drefs'd than they, 


A lovely Landskip open'd to my Eyes, 


F 


po us en various Suljeſtt. 
The Flowers returning from the Mother's Womb, 
zuck in the balmy Breath o' th? Air; and ſmile 
Regal'd and moiſten'd with ſoft April Showers, 
Phebu with genial Warmth inſpires the Earth, 
His Heat diſſolves the frozen Cheeks of Nature. | 
Heav'n ſhook her Fleeces on the rip'ning Plants, . 
Which gliſter'd with the Pearls were ſown upon them. 
From Nature's Cellars, hid from human Ken, 
Freſh Springs guſh down, to chear the Vales below ; 
And flow'ry Meads laugh with their Purple Cheeks, 
The Seat of Ceres is the Fields around; 


Where the is brooding with her joyful Wings 3 
Hatching a halcyon Harveſt. 


Twas the firſt Morning of the blooming Mg," 


The Ladies Anniverſary to Nature, = 
When the fair Sex riſe earlier than the Sun, i 9 
To view their lovely Image in the Brook, N 4 9 
(For Beauties all the Portion Heav'n gives them.) + | | 


And waſh their Faces with the falling Dew, 


With Garlands Crown the Lady of the May. uy 
« For this ſweet Month the Groves green Liv'rys wear, 1 
« If not the firſt, the faireſt of the Lear, A | 
For her the Graces lead the dancing Hours; = 
And Nature's ready Pencil paints che Flowers. 


On Arthur's aw full Top my Head reclin'd, 


The bearded Goats climbing the ſteepy Cliffs, { 
And traverſing the Rocks for wholeſome maren 


* A , r 
I Streams from Hellton: /, 
"AX Symphony of Voices charm'd my Ears, | 

The mournful Clamour of the ſcoulling - Aſs, ' 
The merry Lark whiſtling her nat'ral Notes, 
The bleetings of the Lambs, and hoarſer Maes .: 
of Ews, that brouzcd on the Mountain Sides, 
The Lowings of the Herds in humble Valley: 
Echo in mimick- Notes return'd the Song. 
My Ears being cloy'd with the artleſs Muſick ; 
*- © My Eyes were raviſh'd with a beauteous Scene. 
The Seas ſmooth Face. calm as the cradled Infant, 
When lulPd afleep with Nurſes dreery Songs. 
Ships in Leith's happy Boſom ſpread their Sails; 
Which ſported with the Winds in gaudie Pomp.. 
Morning Tide had early rouz'd the Sailers : 
With labour'd Stroaks they reach'd the Souther Shoat. 
Variety of Plants, in this rude Garden, | 
Perfum'd my Noſtrils with their vernal Sweetneſs. 
Here I with Pleaſure herbaliz'd alone, 
Praiſing th' eternal Fountain of the * 


The riſing Sun ſhone with unſhaded IR 
No Fogs and Miſts did intercept his Splendour. 
The ſetting Stars withdrew their feebler Light, 
When the great Charioteer did mount his Coach. 
A lofty Subject for a Milton's Muſe ; ; 
The divine Bard, who ſung in Angel's Notes, 
/* Theſe are thy glorious Works Parent of Good 
Alluighty thine this univerſal Frame, 
Thus wond'rous Fair, thy (elf how wondrous then, 


My 


Pots on various SubjeFts. an 


My Theme was lofty, but N my Heart : 
In lower Notes I ſung, for Heay'n is pleav'd 
With Gratitude, a Tribute due to Heav'n. 


To thee, great God, incline my raviſh'd Soul, 
As doth the Needle to th' attractive Pole. 
Brighten Beams of Faith, encreaſe the flame of Love, 
The Mercies Men enjoy, O gracious God, 

Is only from the Tenor of thy Bounty. 


Who can behold thy mighty Works, O God, 
Or think upon thy Goodneſs without Rapture. 
Great Architect of this bright ſhining Glob, 
Pll join with heav'nly Choirs in rapt'rous Praiſe, 
To Celebrate the Depths of divine Widom. 


Ye nether World fing Hymns to the great Is, 
Ev'n from the Artick to th' Antartick Pole 
Lo yon blew Canopy, adorn'd with Stars, 
Lanthorns hung out t' illuminate this World, 
Diſplays the Pow'r and Wiſdom of its Maler; 
Who laid Earth's Baſis in the flüid Air; 
An Element too weak to bear a Straw. 


I admire the vaſt Suſpenſion of the Gloh, _ _ 1 


The Flux and Reflux of the raging Sea, — 
Bounded and circumſcrib'd with ſpecial Laws. 
He ſhuteth up the Sea with Doors of Sand; 


"ei 


+ With theſe the Seas proud Waves is buttreſs'd up, F 25 


They kiſs the Shoar but can't o'erflow the Lad. 
Her Billows tremble at th' Almighty's Nod: Did 


* 
ey es 


Streams fo» Helicon : Or, 
Did not the raging Sea obey her God, 
And ſplit her Waves, when touch'd with Aon Rod. 
Firm as a Rock the liquid Waves do ſtand, 

Till th* I aefites with Safety reach the Land. 
Then Seas do Storm, the angry Billows riſe, 
And with impetuous Force o%trwhelm th* Enemies, 

Her wrathful Jaws receive them to their Tomb, 
Mongſt ſecret Horrors of her wat'ry Womb. 
Theſe, who in Ships on Hills of Billows ride, 

To deck Britanni s Belles with Perſian Pride, 

Fly to both Indies for their Gold and Spices, 
Mount to the Skies, and dance upon the Waves, 
Do ſee the Wonders of the Lord i” th' Deep: 
To which all Currents daily do reſort, 

To be in their great Parents Arms embrac'd ; 
Who ſwallows thouſand Rivers in her Mouth: 
Yet like the thirſty Drunkard gaſpes for Drought. 
Her ſwaging Womb comes begging to the Shoar, 
While the receives her Alms, the begs for more. 
Millions of Months within her Boſom ly ; 

Were the not well ſupplyd they'd drink her dry, 
JI To Eolu ſhe gives ten thouſand Tun, 

Millions of Hogſheads to the Moon and Sun. 
Deſcartes, great Philoſopher did own, | 
He knew not how the Preſſion of the Moon 
Did cauſe the Sea to make fo ſwift a Motion, 

One thouſand eighry Foot unto a ſecond. 

Who can by ſearching fathom the Almighty, A 
And trace the Maze and Labyrinth of his Works, 
Such Knowledge is too wonderful for Man; 2 
1 8 1 
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The Sun 3 on his dazling Carr, 
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pon en various Subjects. 


Derper than the inſernal Shades below, 
Longer than Earth, and broader than the Sea 
God's Spirit garniſhed the Azure Vault: | 
He form'd the crooked Serpent and Artur, 
Orion Pleiades, ans the Southern GalPries, 


More glorious than a Bridegroom doth he ſhing 

Or Solomon, in his imperial Purples, 

Warms the cold Glebe, and ripens her Production 5 

Never is reſtive to th' Almighty's Laws, 

But drives with ſpeedy Courſe from Pole to Pole 

To viſit. ev'n ungrateful Wretches, who 

Did never thank their Maker for the Bleſſing, 

When the Omnipotent commands, the Sun 

Doth not ariſe, or ſtops i? th? radiant Paſſage. | 
2 


Stars in their nightly Dance with twinkling Rx, 
Guide Travellers, ev'n the reeling Drunkards home. 
God with ſtrong Arm doth looſe the Bonds of o x 
And bindeth the ſweet Influence of Flein. 
Ti he that ruleth Phoſpher in his Sphere, 1 1 
And guides 4r#urw with his wand'ring Sons. 
He ballanceth the Clouds with divine Art. 7 
And ſpreadeth out the Sky, that molten Looking-Gleſs4 
I admire th' elaſtick Quality of the Air, ;{ 
Which God doth purge with Lightnings and with T 
What Naturaliſt can tell, how Exhalations, - | fl 
And Vapors from the Earth, warm'd by the sun, 
ould thunder in the Firmament of Hevn; wal 
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170 - ' Streams From belton: Or, 


L314 ſuch impetuous Force ev'n burſt the- Clouds, 
And ſhake the pond'rous Earth with violent Motion ; 
Level the Princes Palace with the Ground, 
And melt the Sword of Iron in the Scabbard. 
With ſulph'rous Particles a little Air | 
From th' Earth, when rar iſied by ſolar Heat, 
Doth loudly blow, and rive the ſturdy Oaks 
Tear up their Roots and leave their Tendrils naked; 
| With Force ſwells up the Ocean to the Skies ; 
Threatens to ſhake the Earth from of its Axis ; 
A Draws back its Breath for freſh Recruits of Strength, 
14 Ang then returneth with the greater Pury; ; 
Within a Moment dies unto a Calm: 
Like fondled Child, when ang'ry Humor's ſpent, 
Smiles 1 in the Face and plays wich Lovers ſoftneſs: 


* 


Farth's Perſpiration by a ſolar Heat 

1 Condenſes unto Rain, which falls on Flow'rs, 
1 2 And wholſome Herbage for the uſe. of Man. 

| He with prolifick Humour: warms the Earth, 
And fruciifies her Womb wich gentle Showrs, 


Let Men with Shouts: [fdelaina his hoer and Glory, 
Till Heav'ns wide Hall xing with the pious Noiſe: 


Rare Workmanſhip of the eternal Artiſt. 
Is this bright Glob, in which we Mortals dwell ; 


His Works all Wonders: are, his Ways unknown, 
He ſpoke the World from nothing unto Being: 
It leapt to Life and Shape at his great Far. 
He wrought the formleſs Maſs, the embryo World, 
To Beauty, which enamour'd its Cee, „ 4 
1 40 f x The 
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Pokus on various Subjetts. 
The Earth attir d i in all its gawdy Drapry, 
Hath all its Beauty? from the Lord of Life, 
The Sea of all our Drops, the. Sun of all our Beams, 
O could I wade thro' all the various Creatures; 
Till plung'd and ſwallow'd in the living God, 


Inſtructed by the independent Being, 

On whom all other Beings do depend, | 

The Bees do traffick in their Commonwealth: 
Full of heroick Valour they come forth, 
With their illuſtrious Sov'reign at their Head; 
Whom with unſpoted Loyalty th' obey. | 

Th' Ants are not ſtrong, yet they prepare their Meat; 
Winter's Proviſion in the Summer's Heat. 

He teaches Nightingales their Songs of Love, | 
And all the feather'd Quires to build their Houſes, 
With well tun'd Notes they flicker from the Neſt, 

Sing all the Day till Nature call for Reſt; | * 
Early awake, thro? airy Regions fly g "1 * 
To chirl the Praiſes of a Deity; | 
The Aſs he Paſtures in the Forreſts Wild; 

The barren Heaths and Deſarts is its During; 

"Tis dignify'd beyond the brute Creation. 

The Chriſtians Arms is blazon'd on its Backs 
Which fooliſh Grecks and blinded Jews condemn. 

The Chriſtian -valuest *bove a Diadem: | 
Pill mock the Pomp and Pagentry of Courts, ůĩn 
The World's fallacious, filly, gliſtering — 4 - 
Vain Sepulchers. are rear d, t adorn the Duſtt 
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=” Than this no other ſcutcheon 1 I have, 


| Theſe Streams gu out the precious crimſon Flood, > 
; For Mitts Soaring and xral Good, be 


Streams from Helicon : O, 
Heralds "Art's a dull routtine of Words, 


In a Field Or, a bleeding Tring Jeſus 
iT Upon the Croſs expanded Proper Sable ; 
The Dexter graſps a Reed, i the Sinifter, 
A bitter Cup of Vinegar and Gall. 
For gentile Nations quarterly ober all 
. P xh? Firſt and Fourth; the gentile Eleft Or; 
crommd, ard, languid, Gules; for Jews. 
I' th' ſecond and the third a Breaft-Plate, bearing. 
The twelye Tribes Bend-ways Argent end Azure; 
The polar Part inſcribed Ecce Homo, 
 Mantled{ with Love befitting his Degree, 
For Creſt « Crown; not Gold, but plaited Thorws ; 
Which terminateth in a Mond, Or; 
Th' Arms ſupported by two wretched, Thieves 
Whoſe drooping Heads lys on their penſive Boſom ; 
And Jeſw's Motto in an eſcrol Writ, 
Is us NazAnzUs RBx JUDIORUM, 


7 


O © Soul refreſhing and myſterious Theme, 
The Love of Jefus dying on a Croſs. 


Twas Love that nail'd him to the cruel Stake, 


Or elſe his, En'mies Power had prov'd too weak, 
In th? Arms of Love he on Mount Calyy dies; 
His Death was our attoning ſacrifice : '_ 

O Jeſs, lovely. when thou'rt dy'd in Blood, 


Hood 
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Porus is bor Ny 10 
Blood thirſty Rebells, have you ſlain your L ord, 1 
Who by all Saints and Angels is ador'd. 


And is your Malice ſpent, your Anger ceas d 
Know he thro* all Eternity is bleß d. N. 


His breathleſs Body's laid into a Cave; 
0 ſtrange ! muſt he be buried in the Gagan L 
God in a Bed of ſtinking Bones, ſtrange ching! 
Muſt he ly dead, who muſt for ever reign.” 
No, he muſt riſe, "Redomptipn to complea: 
He mounts to Heaven, refutnes his native” Seat, © 
There fits enthronꝰd in e * * 


a. 


Lord, burry all my Sins in Jeſuvs. 8 
And quench the fev'riſh Ferment of my Luſty. 


n the dear Fountain of my $aviour's Blood. , 


Thro? the groſs Darkneſs of polluted Nature; . q 
n; Wh n look on Mercies Face with Joy and Triumph, 1 
And praiſe him for his Works of Grace and Nature, 8 


Exch nn and Herb, and Pile of-Grafs 05 ach 85 


In filent Language, God ſhould be 0d. op 1 
Hoy various is the Objects of my Tong, 6 
The vegitive and animal Creation 


Their different Species, and their Propagation. | -: e 
The Structure and the make of human Eodiegy. 7 2 
The various Fluids and their Deſtribution,. 1 40 

Th impulſive Energy of ſubtile Spirits, ook 
Which cheriſheth this tender Lamp of Life, | 
I Inumenfiry of Man's capaciouy Pa, 
8 3 : Sb 
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_—— Streams em Helicon : O7, 
T.. vaſt; the-boundlc6 Extent of the Thoughts 
Which forms zan, af the Things ue 


My God Pl praiſe, thee ing 1 have : 2 Being ; 
Thy Pow'r and Goodheſs ſtill hall be my Song, 


11 ng with Saints on 3 and with thv angelick 
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Thus * my Mani Meditations went; 
When I beheld a melancholy Sight: 
Two angry. Rivals in the liſted Ground, 
Who taking Cupid for the warriors God, 
Came to decide their Claims to fair Orinda, 
Ill guided Youths, to ſhew their burning Love, 
Open their Breaſts' with the cold Point of Iron: 
With Log's Looks, and a ſaluting KiK, 
They brandiſhed the Implements of Death, 
Equal in Arms, long did they puſh their Fate 
The more they bled, the higher roſe their Fury: 
As if their Wounds ſucl'd in recruits of Courage, 
O fooliſh Man, where is thy boaſted. Wiſdom ; 
To trample. on divine and humane Laws, 
And damm thy ſelf for that poor Toy a Woman; 
The firſt and worſt Seducer of the Mun; 
Light as. che Patch, and painted as the Fan, 
To Day, iff as the Hoop, and then ſhe'll prove, 
The very next, as pliant as the Glo 


Let us make We ſays God, and pull him down 
fays n 
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Potion ddd Buck: * 
lud wretched Man obeys the impious Order, 
And ruſhes to his own eternal Ruin. 

being a Lady, ſo her Garb beſpoke her, 

zun ſwiftly thro? Saint A- flow'ry Parks 

Which- in its Pride was ready for the Mower 

ſoon concluded ®rwas the charming ſhe 

Had wounded theſe, were wounding one anothet} - 

Who came to ſave them from a fatal. Exit. 

But oh! ' this was a Day of ſad Diſaſters, 

The narrow Wicket, Which delivers in 

To the Dukes Walk, would not admit her Hoop; 
Which bigger was than monſtrous Gorgon's Head. 

She ſtood intangl'd, gazing thro? the ſpokes. 

Like youthful Nun, when peeping thro? a Cloyſter, 
Mangling her Limbs, to break the ſtubborn Steel, 
Which held her as in Adamantine Fetter. 
With ſtrange Diſorder they beheld the Lady, 

dow'd at her Feet, and yielded up their Weapons: 

Then led her off, but where they went I know nod 
The Edge being blunted of my fine Devotion, Mn 
With chis unhappy melancholy Sight, - 
left the Park with. Dryden's wiſe Reflection = 
* Love is the pleaſant Frenzy of the Mind, | 
© And frantiek Men, in their mad Actions ſhow, 1" 
© A Happineſs, which none but mad Men know, | 
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So amorous, ind fond and billing, 8 pu 
Like Philip and Mary on 4 Shilling, 4. T 
| oF, HU DIB. M 
Hero, who in War gain'd ample Glory, x 
Becomes the SubjeR of my * Story. W 
2. 
Pol yndus prov d his Courage in cho o 5 
Brought Honour to his Country from afar: A 
Whilſt yet 4 ftripling Boy, ſcarce Muſquet hight, , 1 
ie loved the Din of War, and went to Fight 0 
Wich little Wu, - whom ien did obey : Sh 
dean Souls are always lodg'd in little Clay. T 
'1 * " And gacher'd Laurels on the Belgium Plain, 7 
Y | Mus Nong it Blood, ang elmbing o'er the ny” * 


Pokus on various Subjeft = 

His infant Arms the Sword could ſcarcely wild; 

When he appear'd like Emine in the Field: 

There he immortal Reputation got, 

And that bright Character, The vali.mt Scot, 

Pur when the Gallick Monarch beg'd à Peace, 

And Clement William ſaid, now War ſhall ceaſe ; 

Palyndus to his native Country came, 

Which lov'd him for his Merit and his Fame. 

He all the Arts of Converſation had ; | 

O how he ſpoke and how he did perſwade : 

The fair were tickI'd with his Eloquence, 

And all the Pleaſures which cofld flatter Senſe 2 

Old Matrons chuckVd when they ſaw the Boy, 

| And florid Maids felt an exceſs of Joy. 

: His Charms can ſcarce be imitate or told, 
In ſhoft the Squire had every thing ſave Gold. 

hut it's the ſpread ing Error of the lime, 
That want of Money is the greateſt Crime. 
Moe than the Mob think he that's void of Pence, 
1 void of Learning, Honeſty and Senſe. 

lence gallant Men and Merits cloth'd in Rags, 

— Kuaves and Fools are brooding o'er their Bags, 
Peauteous Adil Yahquithed the Squire, L 
And he is ſcorch'd with Flames of Fabian Fire: ' 
Iler lovely Face Polyndurs Boſom watmy, MN W. 
Neath's in her Beauty, Ruin in her Charms: | AF h 
She prov\d the Robber of his Heart's repoſRF,4" 05 \ 
The Spring of Miſchief, and the Source of . 
Add was a very lovely Creature, " | * 
The very Pride and Maſter-Peite of Nature? 

} TY "ON4 | Nature 
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N Stelen from Une 9, 


4 Nature had ſtampt a Beauty on her Face, n N 
She ſpoke and danc'd, and walk'd with a Bon-grace, 1 
The Nymph had Charms could ruin all Mankind; H 

Mien gaz'd upon her till their Eyes were blind : B 


By her Polyndus loſt his martial Mind, 
# He's wounded by the little Boy that's blind, 


T 
B 
| | P 
Like Rivers, which the Storms of Winter freeze, 1 
The Soldiers doth ſtrong Burthens bear with Eaſc, * 
Make bold Refiſtance to the two edg'd Steel; y 
Baut both do melt, when kindly Heat they feel: 
1 Doth not th' Ice reſiſt the Hatchets blows, 
But with Meridian Sun it feeble grows. 
The Man, who fights for Laurek in the Field, 
Will dy in Blood and Wounds before he yield, 
When Beauty ſhines, how feeble doth he prove, 
He melts before its Rays, diſſolves in Love. 


nt A 


S T2 


The Man of Valour's moſt inclin'd to Love, 
He's ford by Nature, as the Schoolmen prove: 
Th' Original of both is heat of Blood, 
1 This animates the Wariour and the Prude: 
WT The Motions of their Souls are juſt the ſame, 
= = They're thirſting after Praiſe and endleſs Fame: 
By different Ways they ſtrive to overcome, | 
She by her Face and Flut, he by the Sword and Drum, 


-Altho? Polywier's Breaſt was fortify'd © 
Wi all that Senſe, and Reaſon could provide; 
The Hero's Soul raplenimd is with Grace, 
Yer falls' a Victim to a Fatale Face. 
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Porms on various Sub jelds. 
He labour'd to be free of Love's Deſeaſe 3 | 
zut Poiſon's ſtronger than its Remedies. wth 
He ſtrove to have this Paſſion ſubdued, oy 
But Evil ſtill more active is than Gd. 
The Means apply'd do often not prevail, 
zut Poiſon kills us with its very ſmell. 
Painters obſer ve, tho“ Black's excell'd by White, | 
The laſt hath neer Affinity with Light: 
When mix'd together with the Painter's Skill, + 
White is ſo fecble, Black doth ſtill prevail. 


When rival Monarchs ſtruggle for a Crown, 
The Prince that's ſtrongeſt may be overthrown : 
If half his Forces come not to the Field, 
The weaker Prince will force him for to yield. 
It's otherwiſe in Love, a fingle Face 
Will * much Philoſophy and Grace. 


Polyndus left no Method uneſſay'd | 
To make a Conqueſt of the charming Maid 1 
He ſpent a Winter and a Spring in vain, 
della trgat him with a coli Diſdain. 

Women and Glory always turn their Back, 
When their fond Lovers give too cloſe attack. 
The low Submiſſion and the humble Prayer | 4 
Prevails with Heaven, but ſeldom with the Fair. 7 
When the wiſe Lover keeps. the golden Meen, | 
Neither appears. too negligent not keen, 
The Lady labors to encreaſe th' Eſteem, 


5 188 Streams Ben Helicon: Ot, 
| With Arts of Love fhe blows the kindling Coal, 


| | But when ſhe knows ſhe's; Miſtreſs of the Soul, 
ne laughs to think ſhe's chooy'd the eaſy Fool. 


Pl 

* Philoſophers, acquaint, with Nature's Laws, Su 
=” Look 'thro' Effects, and dive unto the Cauſe, 
| Tell us that Things do naturally expire 

By that, which firſt did-give them vital Fire : A 

If tod abundant and exceſive grown, 

Thus by their Parents are they overthrown. 

A heap of Wood thrown raſhly on the Fire, 5 

Will make it blaze ſo high, *rwill ſoon expire, 


Thus Love by an extravagant Gareſs 

Gros ev'ry Day and Hour and Minute leſs; 

. Five Months and more Folyzdu had eſſayd 

1 To win the Heart of this fair cruel Maid; 

But got a final Anfwer from her Mouth, 
Pray trouble me no more, ſhe ſays, fond Vouth: 
That vou are well accompliſh'd [ muſt grant, 
vou are a proper, but a poor Gallant : 

1 know you love me fo 4 mighty Pitch, 

But I reſolve to marry one that's Rich, 

It's only Money makes 1 pleaſant Life + 

fr's.« Gold; and not fine Shapes, muſt pleaſe a Wife, 


—— % 
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"Great Slomon, that wiſe and learned Prince, 
Says Wiſdom's good with an Inheritance. 
BR gene Polyndus and no more return, 
| 85 be we ng of my Hate and Scorn., 


A. th apcient Painter, Sorrow to expreſs; "+ 
= Did draw a Vail o'er Azgamemnon's Face; * 
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PO HuS on various ' Subject. wy; 


$ 1 hall not Polynduss Grief relate, 

The Reader may believe 'twas very great. N 
Pll o'er his Gricf a Vail of Silence draw, K 
Since. I can't paint it with a coup d' eclate, 


Hle came to me, a Lump of walking Woe, 
And told me he had got the killing Blow. 


Take Courage, I reply'd, and don't give oder, 
You have not got her in the Coachman's Hour, 
The Courſe of your Amours, if right, ſhould look 
| Much like the Progreſs of 3 rapid Brod. 
Within its Banks it ſwiftly runs and- clear; 

But if it meet with ſtop in its Career .Y 
It gathers all its formidable Strength, Os 
And ſwells ſo high it yanquiſherh at lengths, 
There is a certain Time, at leaſt it's ſaid, 
Moſt proper for a Man t?-addreſs a Maid; | 
For then her, Virtue nods, and ſhe's betray'd, _ | 1 
But when that Seaſon is, I'm not ſo ſure, Na 
Some call it V/nw, ſome the Coachman's Hour. "4 
I've heard a Sage and learn'd Phyſician fay, _ ., = 
He could not condeſeend on th' Hour or Day | 
Bur dvguſt was the fiteſt Month 0. Woo, . 

And us'd this Argument to prove it true. 


© In Arguſt, when the Sun darts oblique Rays B N f 8 
“ Lengthens the Nights, contracts the ſultry 1 


* The Dog Star's Pow'r becomes immenſely 58 50 
„He fires the Females with malignant —_ 


* 


ws Streams fm Helicon * O7. 


Wo The Earth's exceſive dry, the Air is bad, 


& And Virgins then, as well as Dogs, run mad, 
cc If Maids, in Month of Auguſt, go aſtray, 

ce Skcilful Aſtronomers and Partridge ſay, | 

cc That Star is only in the wrong, not they, 

© Their Fleſh and Blood is in a civil War, 

c Thro' the impulſe of * curs'd unlucky Star, 


Polyndes wiſely follow'd my Advice, 
And found Ardella far from being Nice. 
Auguſts a happy Month for Men to Woe, 
I'm ſure my Friend Polyndus found it true. 
He catch'd. her ſleeping in her Summer Bow'r, 
He catch'd her in the very Coachman's Hour, 


He lay beſide her in the verdant Grove, 


And in melodious Notes expreſi'd his Love: 


SONG. 
Ye airy Spirits hither throng, 
Cauſe Ardells hear my Song: 
Of Polyndus cauſe her dream; 
Q inſpire her with the Theme. 


Quires of Angels bleſs the Grove, 
Fill Ardellas Breaſt with Love 
O ye Pow'rs, that pity Love, 
Wu ſoft Fires her Boſom move. 


Heavenly Pow'rs, that know my m_ 
eres for my Relief. 


: 


Por Ms on various Subjefls, 
Let my ſolitary Groan | 


Pierce Heaven's Vault, and reach its Throne, - 


Muſt Polyndus always mourn, 
Love without the leaſt return, 


Now - ſhe's rock'd into a Calm, 
All her Pores do ſmell like Balm, 
Cheeks and Boſom glow with Charms, 
I'll embrace Her in my Arms, | 
Claſp and hold her there for ever: 
All my Blood is in a Fever, 


Shall I ſteal her from the Bower, 
Fortune's put it in my Pow'r : 


She'll be angry if I do, 
Love no Rudeneſs doth allow. 


If ſhe awake a cruel Laſs, 
I'll a dreadful Sentence paſs, 
In her preſence make a Vow, 2 
(Soldiers to their Words are true) 
If ſhe Mercy won't afford, 
She ſhall ſee my naked Sword 
Wound my Breaſt and drink my Blood; 
She ſhall ſee the purple Flood, 


I' Bleſs her with departing Breath, 
Bleſs her in the Arms of Death : f 


| Il look on her in the laſt Tug of Nature, 
Print · gelid Kiſſes on the killing Creature," 
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. Streams from Qilicon- Or, 
But, if ſhe bid me live, I will obey; 

If not, I'll mut my Eyes, diſſolve away. 
Perhaps ſhe'll ſmile me back to life again, 
ES One ſugar Word from her will cure my Pain, 


E 

My, Sword. had always Charms till now ; 
Perhaps her haughty Sp'rit will bow, 1 
When ſhe ſees it ſhe may change, F 
And prevent the dire Revenge. 8 
He ſtole a flent Kiſs, and ſhe awoke : 1 
When ſhe beheld Palyadur, thus ſlie ſpoke. ( 
1 
ce Polyndus I was ſleeping when you came, 8 
« Nay, I muſt tell you, I was in a Dream. 8 
| 8 
To her Polyndus, « O my charming Maid, 
© To whom with Zeal my daily Vows are paid, 0 


* My Love to you hath been, exceſſive great; 

& I've lov'd in vain, ſuch is my wretched Fate. 
& No more ſhall I be with Love's Pains oppreſt ; 
« P]l ſtab your Image in my throbing Breaſt. 
& This Sword ſhall kill your Lover; when Pm loſt, 
2 A, della, you'll be haunted with my Ghoſt. 


| - Hold, hold, Adele cyys, what do you mean; 
& Patience Polyndu, i'll relate my Dream. 

* * with that ſame Sword; yon touch'd your 
Breaſt, 

6 I had not Strength enough to bear the reſt : 

« cryd, my dear Polyadis, fave your Life, 


ee And take Ardella for vour future Wife. 
©. 8 5 | 4 8 8 Awake, 


PoE Ms on various SUbjefts,” 
„Awake, I do the Reſolution keep z 
« I ratify what I have done in ſleep. „ 


8 5 
Polhndus gave her many a melting Ki; 
He's all in Rapture ane extatick Bleſs, | | 


y WS - 

The Wedding Rites ITY Joy did dez 
This Auguſt was a honey Month indeed. 
Ardella prov'd a fond and loving Wife; 
She call'd him till her Love, her Soul, her Life, 
Like new created Popes they change their Name; 
(He's loſt. all Reaſon, ſhe hath loſt all Shame.) 
His is Heart Pipes; her's little Daty, Spouſe : 
Such is the kindly Epithets they uſe. F 
Sometimes they're almoſt choak'd with am'rous Bleſſes; 
She ruſhes on him with a Storm of Kiſſes, 
Ogling hangs round his Neck, he leering ſpys 
Two little ſmiling Babies in her Eyes. 
Where &er he gocs; there goes his loving Bride | 
Daty is always p :king by his Side. -v 
Once they went forth upon a Morning clear, 4 1 
To walk upon Cide-Side, and take the Air. 4 
Fond Fools, they mind, ev'n in the glaring Light; \...3 | 
The Action only proper to the Night. 
Tho? lawful Love may very well b' expreſt, 
Yet leaft laſcivious Ardours fire your Breaſt, ' 5 ö 14 
Reader; I: ſhall in Silence on the reſt. © + YR 


Near to the River, on the Brink they ly, 194 2 | | | 
Not dreaming in the leaſt that Trouble's nil. k 


1 3 Lhog'd from its Roots, and hollow all below, 
© Ungbleto ſupport the Weight of two, 


N 


' Streams from Helicon : Or, 
5 we imagine all Things well, 
When Death and Danger tread upon our Heel, 


1©O 45. 


In r 2 this rapid River Chyde, 
Bid undermind this Brae with raging Tide; 


| F It ſunk beneath the Hero and the Fair; 


Surpriz'd, and almoſt drowmd, the loving Pair. 
Ardella's Fear prevailing over Shame; 

She held by what, I'm very loath to name: 

Sure none can call her an immodeſt Wife : 


wel graſp at any Thing to ſave our Life, 


| The Pow*rs propitious to the nuptial Bed 
Biſpatch'd aerial Spirits to their Aid. R 
When Dangers over, they upo' the Bank; 
Ardells, not till then, did quite her Plank 


cc fol yndas Jays, UArdella, O my Jewel, 


r 


Ardella bluſhing, gave a ſoft Reply, 
& Pofyridus, I - believ'd we both would dy: 
& Inſtin& doth teach us to prolong our Days, 
ce *Tis Nature Law, and every one obeys. 
te I us'd the Means, for you and I both know. 
e That Thing would never to the Bottom go. 
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Dt. Archibaldi Pitcarnii 
| 1a Belgas Poema. 


Ellurem fecere Dii, ſua littora Belgs : 
Immenſeque ſuit molis uterque labos, 
Dii vacus ſparſas glomerarunt atherz tern gs, 
Atque pits captis nil quod obeſſet erat. 
Aſt Belgis mare, terra Dit, natur aque rerum 
Obtitit ; obſtantes hi domuere Deus. 
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LoUVRE the Palace Royal 
of LEWIS XIV. 


By his Grin the late Dole of Gordon, 


No, Orbis gentem, nec vrben gras babet nulla, 
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Since Grief and Sorrow dictate ey'ry Line, I . 8 


Altho' your boſom Bleſſing be emo v'q, *. \ 2 
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MoURNING Mus, 


Occaft 3 by the Death of that AS 
Gentleman James DEaNs: AE 
WoopuusrbEF; Eſq; 


Who died at his Country Scat 1th May 1720; 


To the virtuous Lady his Widow. 
8 | 
Ace your. Couſins mournful Tale, 


Written when gloomy Sadneſs did preyail. 
Pardon the Errors of the low Propine, | f b 


Gragioys Relict of the Man I Io.“ ““. 


By” _—_ 
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Prem from Helicon : „ 
Vet do not fink with an excgſs of Grief, 


* _ Covenant of Grace brings freſh Relief, 


Ere long you'll ſee him in Immanuels Land 
And get the Palm of Vict'ry in your Hand, 
He'll bid you welcome to the Courts above; 
There you'll like Angels fing, like Angels love, 
That God, whom you do love ſo well below, 


Will Heav'ns bright Crown and Robes on you beſtow, 


Sweet Soul, remember Heav'n's been very kind: 
Fair is the Offspring he has left behind. 
In theſe rejoyce, they do his Image bear: 
God mixes Mercy with the monrning Tear. 
O may ſome Angel, from Realms of Light, 
Deſcend his ſhining Epitaph to write, 
No mortal Wit his Character can give ; 
Our Verſe can only on his Marble live. 

TaiTtrE, 


All Fleſh is Graſs, they wither as the Flower : 


The cruel Grave doth every Man devour. 


He's gone, whom all Men lov'd : Alas he's fled 
To the dark lonely Regions of the Dead. 
So precious was his Life, it could not laſt : 


Fine was the 'Threed, but 'twas a ſlender Twiſt. 


O Death, why do you preſs for Volunteers? 
There's many an aged Man with hoary Hairs, 


A Leaning o'er Props, and noding o'er the Grave, | 


Powing the Back, as if they'd. entrance crave: 


* 
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Po us on various Subjefts, 


zut gapes, and ſwallows up the lovely Youth, 
0 Death, great is thy T yranny and Luſt, 

To pull the blooming Hero to the Duſt, 

kh ! muſt the Good, the Gallant, and the Brave 
Ki thy wan Checks, and moulder in the Grave. 
Muſt thy cold Arms the blooming Youth embrace, 
And will you blow the Roſes from his Face. 

He, like the Roſe, did wear a lovely Bloom, 

But ſoon was cropt, he wither'd ere *twas Noon. 


The faireſt Flowers the ſooneſt do decay 
The Roſe in July dies, that's born in May, 
A precious Plant doth ſeldom more than ſprout, 
But: noxious Weeds can ſcarce be rooted out. 
Ravens and Birds of Prey live very long: 
The Lark and Nightingale dic wondrous ſoon, 
Generous Spirits, like the pureſt Fire, 
Shine with a lambent Flame, but ſoon expire. 


Down to the thoughtleſs Grave the Charmer goes, 


Mongſt Sculls and Worms to take a long Repoſe: 
Whoſe ſweet facetious Tales ſtill charm'd our Ears. 


Then we were ſwell'd with Joy, as now with Tears. 


o Grave, with Grief and Sorrow I'd deſpair, 
Did I not know that he was Adam's Heir ; 
Nay, That the blefſed Jeſus once lay there. 


And that his Spirit drinks immortal Air, * | 4% . 


Nags with Heay'ns loud Quires and warbles 2 
x | P 2 


And yer, 0 Grave, thou ſhuts thy ugly Mouth 10 5 : 6: | 
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* 1 n * which ſcout on Heav- ns Fron« 


tier, 


A Salute his Soul ; they” re glad to ſee it there, 


Ye precious Souls, who at the Altar ſtand, 
And with your Incenſe Tave a finful Land, 
Approach with Revrence to his burial Place; 
Declare it Holy by your Ritcs of Grace ; 

Plant Bays and Laurels on the mournful Cell ; 
Upon his Grave perpetual Greenneſs dwell. 
Pilgrims muſt know it is not common Duſt ; 
O! he was Wiſe, and Good, and Kind and Juſt; 
O may it be with Roſes overgrown, 

Still in their Pride and never fully blown. 


70 Angels deſcend and guard the awful Duſt 
Till he appear in Judgment with the Juſt, 


From me he ſhall a grateful Tribute have, 
vil kneel and pay my Homage to his Grave. 


O Philomel, like me with Grief oppreſt, 
Tome hither to his Tomb, and build your Neſt. 

Upon his peaceful Grave diſtend your Throat, 

With a poetick and a mournful Note. 

Come here, ye mournful Quires of every Wing, 
iy ſweet tongu'd Birds, 1'Il teach you what to ſing. 
"Fly from che Ooaze Pool each ſick'ning Swan, 

Aud with your dying "_ 1 the Nau. 


* ” 


PortMs' on _varigus Subjefts. Mþ 
on · But chearful Let, I charge you not to come 7 
Go to the Window of his Lady's Room, 
And ſing your native Notes and Anthems che 

For when ſhe ſees you fly aloof i' th? Air, 
Shell mind he ſings above, and ſo will ſhe ; 

This will allay her Grief for Woodbuſlee, 

Eheu quam tenui pendunt mortalia Hilo. 
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HE Author of this Book of Poems hath a laud- 
able and generous Deſign, to oblige the World 

with a noble Syſtem of Divinity, to be publiſhed in Folio 
1 Subſcriptions, under the Title of The Labours of 

e learned epitomiz'd : Or a Perfect Guide to Glory, 
Which will contain the Marrow of practical Chriſtianity, 

ſpread thro" the Sermons and other Writings of the 
eminent and learned Proteſtant Divines, ſince the Re- 
formation. Their fineft Notions are cull'd for Materi- 
als to make up this beautiful Fabrick, and regularly 
marſball'd under proper Heads ; all theis ſcattered 
Wealth and Treaſure brought into this Exchequer with 
- Indefatigable Care und Labour, and imbelliſhed with 

2 fineſt 22 Expreſſions of a modern Growth. 
' The Undertaker dare .avoxch, 7 ſuitable Encourage- 


| ment be given to ſo glorious an Enterpriſe, "twill next to 


* #he ſacred Oracles of God, be the bet Body of Divinity 
ever the World wag bleſſed ewith, Many holy eminent 
Divines and private Chriſtians of diftin# Communions 
bade pray'd and wiſhed for this Undeytaking. Dr. 
Hackwill I, in bis — for the Power and Provi- 

* dence of God in the Government of the World, Book 
III. 7. thus expreſſeth himſelf, The Sermons 
. this latter Age, eſpecially in this Land, have 


F E doubtleſs been more exquiſite and eſfectual, than 


ofdinarly they have been in any precedent Age; 


in ſo much as it is obſerved, that if there were 


2 choice Collection made of the moſt accurate, 


ſince 


AM 
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ſince the Entrance of Queen Zl;ſabeth to 
perſent - Times, (omitting the large Applie = 
there upon) it would prove one of the rareſt P1888 9 ; 
that hath been publi ed ſince che Apoſtles Tims. 
And Biſhop Wilkins bath the ſame Obſerve in bis GI 

of Preaching. The Lord Verulam, in bis Treatiſe © 
_ the advancement of Learning, gives his Opinion, | 
That if the choice and beſt Obſeryations, Which 
have been made diſperſedly in our Engliſh Ser- 
mons, (leaving out the largeneſs of Exhortations; 
and Applications thereupon) were ſet down in a 
Continuance, it would be the beſt Work in Di- 
vinity, that hath been written fince the Apoſtles 
Times. Mr. Ambroſe, in his Preface to his Media, 
ſays, Had we ſuch a Book extant, as this, he | 
would adviſe Chriſtians to buy the Bible and 

that Book, and to ſtudy them, and no more, as 

to their ſpiritual Good : But alas! this Book is 
rather wiſhed for than hoped after; we may |; 
expect and wait for it till our Eyes fink in out 
Heads and be never the nearer. This Gentleman, + 
who attempts this great Work, which will require aſſiduous _ - * 
Labour and a Delicacy of Choice, expetts the w. | 1.6 
nance and Aſſiſtance of the Church of Scotland, a 
deſiens ſhortly to publiſh Propoſals anent it; which "= 
| Will give a rational Account to the World of his Dex 
fen, and contain a Plan of the Work. | 
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